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OTHELLO, 

THE 

MOOR  Of  VENICE. 

Enter  Jago  and  Roderigo. 

^od,  fr  I  "^Ufli^  Never  tell  me,  I  take  it  much  unkindly^ 
■       That  thou  who  haft  had  my  Purfe, 
I       As  if  the  firings  were  thine,  fhould'ft  know  of  this. 
JIL        J^g*  But  you'l  not  hear  me. 
If  ever  I  did  dream  of  fuch  a  matter,  abhor  me* 

Rod.  Thou  toldft  me,  thou  didft  hold  him  in  thy  hate. 

Jag.  Defpife  me  if  I  do  not :  three  great  ones  of  the  City 
In  perfonal  fuit  to  make  me  his  Lieutenant,  $ 
Oft  capt  to  him,  and  by  the  faith  of  man, 
I  know  my  price,  I  am  worth  no  worfe  a  place. 
But  he,  as  loving  his  own  pride  and  purpofes. 
Evades  them,  with  a  bumbafl:  circumllance. 
Horribly  ftuft  with  Epithetes  of  war  : 
Non-fuits  my  Mediators :  (or  Certes^  ffayshe) 
I  have  already  chofe  my  Officer,  and  what  was  he  ? 
Forfooth,  a  great  Arithmetician, 
One  Michael  Cajjloy  a  Florentine, 
A  fellow  ahnoft  damn'd  in  a  fair  wife. 
That  never  fee  a  fquadron  in  the  field. 
Nor  the  divifion  of  a  battle  knows. 
More  than  a  Spinfter,  unkfs  the  bookifli  Tbeorique, 
Wherein  the  tongued  Confuls  can  propofe 
As  mafterly  as  he  :  meer  prattle  without  pradlice. 
Is  all  hisSouldier-lhip:  but  he,  Sir,  had  the  ekclion. 
And  I,  of  whom  his  eyes  had  feen  the  proof, 
At  Rhodes^  at  Cyprnsj  and  on  other  grounds, 
ChriftnM  and  Heathen,  niuft  be  be-leed  and  calm'd. 
By  Debitor  and  Creditor,  this  Counter- Carter  : 
He  (in  good  time)  mufl  his  Lieutenant  be. 
And  I,  Sir  (ilefs  the  mark)  his  Moorcfhips  Ancient. 
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Rod.  By  heaven  I  rather  would  have  been  his  hangman. 

Ja^.  But  there's  no  remedy, 
Tis  the  curfe  of  fervice. 
Preferment  goes  by  letter  and  affeftion. 
Not  by  the  old  gradation,  where  each  fecond 
Stood  air  to  the  firft  : 
Now  Sir  be  judge  your  felf. 
Whether  I,  in  any  juft  tearm  am  affin'd 
To  love  the  Moor  ? 

Rod.  I  would  not  follow  him  then. 

Ja£.  O  Sir,  content  you, 
1  follow  him  to  I^rve  my  turn  upon  him. 
We  cannot  all  be  Mafters,  nor  all  Mafters 
Cannot  be  truly  followed,  you  fhall  mark 
Many  a  dutious  knee-crooking  Knave, 
That  C doting  on  his  own  obfeqpious  bondage^ 
Wears  out  his  time  much  like  his  Mafters  A!le, 
For  nought  but  Provender,  and  when  he's  oW.calhier'i 
Whip  me  fuch  honeft  knaves.;  '  :  ; 

Others  there  are,        .  , 
Who  trim'd  in  forms  and  viITages  Qi  duty. 
Keep  yet  their  hearts,  attending  on  themfelvej. 
And  throwing  but  fhews  of  fervice  oa  their  Lord$^ 
Do  well  thrive  by 'em, 
And  when  they  have  lin'd  their  coats. 
Do  themfelves  homage, 
Thofe  fellows  have  fome  foul. 
And  fuch  a  one  do  I  profefs  my  fclf,— .for  Str^^ 
It  is  as  fure  as  you  are  Roderigo^ 
Were  I  the  Moor,  I  would  not  be  Jago : 
In  following  him,  I  follow  but  my  felf. 
Heaven  is  my  judge,  not  1, 

For  love  and  duty,  but  Teeming  fo,  for  my  peculiar  end : 

For  when  my  outward  adion  doth  demonftrate 

The  native  adl,  and  figure  of  my  heart. 

In  complement  externe,  'tis  not  long  after. 

But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  Reeve, 

For  Daws  to  peck  at, 

I  am  not  what  I  am. 

Rod.  What  a  full  fortune  does  the  thick  lips  owe^ 
If  he  can  carry 'c  thus  ? 

Jaa.  Call  up  her  father, 
Ro wife  him,  make  after  him,  poyfbn  hS'delight, 
Proclaim  him  in  the  ftreet,  infence  her  Kinfmen^ 
And  tho'  he  in  a  fertile  climate  dwell, 
Plague  him  with  flyes :  tho'  that  his  joy  be  joy^ 
Yet  throw  fuch  changes  of  vexation  out, 
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As  it  may  lofe  fome  colour. 

Kod.  filcre  is  her  fathers  houfe,  I'lecall  aloud. 

"jag.  Do  with  like  timerous  accent,  and  dire  yell, 
As  when  by  night  and  negligence,  the  fire 
Is  fpied  in  populous  Qties. 

I^L  What  ho,  Brahmio^  ^\^,mox  Brahmtio^  ho! 

J4ig.  Awake,  what  ho,  Brabamioy 
Thieves,  thieves,  thieves : 

Look  to  your  houfe,  your  Daughter,  and  your  Bags, 
Thieves,  thieves. 

Brabantio  at  a  Window, 

Bra.  What  is  the  reafon  of  this  terrible  fummons? 
What  is  the  matter  there 

Rod.  Signior,  is  all  your  family  within  ? 

Jag.  Are  your  doors  lockt? 

Bra.  Why,  wherefore  ask  you  this  ? 

Jag.  Sir  youarerob'd,  for  fliame  put  on  your  Gown; 
Your  heart  is  burft,  you  have  loft  half  your  foul 
Even  now,  very  now,  an  old  black  Ram 
Is  tupping  your  white  Ewe ;  arife,  arife. 
Awake  the  fnorting  Citizens  with  the  bell. 
Or  elfe  the  Devil  will  make  a  Grandfire  of  you,  arife  I  fay. 

Bra.  What,  have  vou  loft  your  wits  ? 

Rod.  Moft  reverend  Signibr,  do  you  know  my  voice  ? 

Bra.  Not  I,  what  are  you  ?  ' 

Rod.  My  name  is  Roderigo. 

Bra.  The  worfe  welcome, 
Ihavecharg'd  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  doors. 
In  honeft  plainnefs,  thou  haft  heard  me  lay 
My  daughter  is  not  for  thee,  and  now  in  madncfs. 
Being  full  of  fupper,  and  diftempering  draughts, 
Upon  malicious  bravery,  doft  thou  come 
To  ftart  my  quiet  ? 

Rod.  Sir,  fir,  fir. 

Bra.  But  thou  muft  needs  be  fure 
My  fpirit  and  my  place  have  in  them  power. 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Rod.  Patience  good.  Sir, 

Bra.  What,  tclPft  thou  me  of  robbing?  this  is  Tcmce. 
My  houfe  is  not  a  graunge. 

Rod.  Moft  grave  Brahamio. 
Infimpleand  pare  foul  I  come  to  you. 

Jag.  Sir  you  are  one  of  thofe,  that  will  not  ferve  God,  if  the  Devil  bid 
you.  Becaufe  v:e  come  to  do  you  fervice,  you  think  we  a^e  i  ^, 
you'l  have  your  daughter  covered  with  a  Barbary  horfe  j  you'l  have  s  Cr 
phews  neigh  to  you',you'l  have  Courfcrsfor  Coufcns,and  Gennets  for    ^  '^f. 

Bra.  Wiiat  prophane  wretch  art  thou  ? 

B  2  5Vrf  . 
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Ja^.  I  am  one  Sir,  that  come  to  tell  you,  your  Daughter  and  the  Moor; 
are  now  making  the  Bead  with  two  backs. 
Bra.  Thou  art  a  Villain. 
Jag.  You  are  a  Senator. 

Bra,  This  thou  (halt  anfwer,  I  know  thee  Roderigo. 

Rod,  Sir,  I  will  anfwer  any^thing:  But  I  befeech  you. 
If 't  be  your  pleafure,  and  mod:  wife  confent, 
(As  partly  I  lind  it  is)  that  your  fair  daughter 
At  this  odd  even,  and  dull  watch  o'th'night, 
Tranfported  with  no  worfe  nor  better  guard. 
But  with  a  knave  of  common  hire,  a  GHndelter, 
To  the  grofs  clafps  of  a  lafcivious  Moor  r 
If  this  be  known  to  you  and  your  allowance. 
We  then  have  done  you  bold  and  fawcy  wrongs. 
But  if  you  know  not  this,  my  manners  tell  me. 
We  have  your  wrong  rebuke :  Do  not  believe 
That  from  the  fenfe  of  all  civility, 
I  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  Reverence 
Your  daughter  (if  you  have  not  given  her  leave, 
I  fay  again)  hath  made  a  grofs  revolt. 
Tying  her  duty,  beauty,  wit  and  fortunes. 
In  an  extravagant  and  wheeling  ftranger. 
Of  here,  and  every  where:  Straight  fatisfic  your  lelt ; 
If  (he  be  in  her  Chamber,  or  your  houfe. 
Let  loofe  on  me  the  juftice  of  the  State, 
For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  tinder,  Ho: 
Give  me  a  taper,  call  up  all  my  people: 
This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  dream, 
belief  of  it  opprefTes  me  already, 
Light  I  fay,  light. 

Jag.  Farewel,  for  I  muft  leave  you. 
It  feems  not  meet,  nor  wholfom  to  my  place. 
To  be  producM  (as  if  I  ftay  I  (hall,) 
Againft  the  Moor,  for  I  do  know  the  itate, 
CHow  ever  this  may  gaul  him  with  fome  check) 
Cannot  with  fafetv  call  him,  for  he's  imbark  d. 
With  fuch  loud  reafon,  to  the  Cypr^j  Wars, 
(Which  even  now  Hands  rn  a£t)  that  for  their  louls, 
Another  of  his  fathome,  they  have  none 
To  lead  their  bufinefs,  in  which  regard, 
ThoM  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell's  pains. 
Yet  for  necelfity  of  prefent  life, 
I  muft  (hew  out  a  flag,  and  fign  of  love, 
Which  is  indeed  but  fign,  that  you  (hall  furely  find  him 
Lead  to  the  Sagicary  the  raifed  fearch, 

And  there  will  1  be  with  him.    So  farewell.  L|^^^^^. 
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Entir  Brabantio  in  his  Night-gown^  and  Servants, 
with  Torches, 

Bra.  It  is  too  true  an  evil,  gone  fhe  is  is. 
And  what's  to  come  of  my  defpifed  time, 
Is  nought  but  bitternefs  now  Roderigo^ 
Where  didft  thou  fee  her  ?  O  unhappy  girl  / 
With  the  Moor  faift  thou  ?  who  would  be  a  father  ? 
How  didft  thou  know  'twas  (he  ?  (O  (he  deceives  me 
Paft  thought,)  what  faid  fhe  to  you  ?  get  more  tapers^ 
Raifeall  my  Mndred,  are  they  married  think  you  ? 

Rod,  Truly  I  think  they  are. 

Bra.  O  heaven,  how  got  fhe  out?  Otreafonof  the  blood  ; 
Fathers  from  hence,  truft  not  your  daughters  minds. 
By  what  you  fee  them  ad :  is  there  not  charms. 
By  which  the  property  of  youth  and  manhood 
May  be  abus'd  ?  have  you  not  read,  Roderigo^ 
Of  fome  fuch  thing. 

Rod.  Yes  Sir,  I  have  indeed. 

Bra.  Call  up  my  Brother.  O  would  you  had  had  her, 
Some  one  way,  fome  another   do  you  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her  and  the  Moor  ? 

Rod.  I  think  I  can  difcover  him,  if  you  pleafe 
To  get  good  guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

Bra.  Pray  you  lead  on,  at  every  houfe  Pie  call, 
I  may  command  at  moft :  get  weapons  ho, 
And  raifefome  fpecial  Officers  of  might : 

On,  good  Roderigo^  I'le  deferve  your  pains.  £^Exem. 

Enter  Othello,  Jago,  and  Attendants  with  Torches. 

Jag.  Tho'  in  the  trade  of  war,  I  have  flain  men, 
Yet  do  I  hold  it  very  ftufF  o'th'  confcience, 
To  do  no  contriv'd  murther^  I  lack  iniquity 
Sometimes  to  do  me  fervice :  nine  or  ten  times 
I  had  thought  to  have  jerk'd  him  heije 
Under  the  ribs. 

0th.  'Tis  better  as  it  is. 

Jag,  Nay,  but  he  prated. 
And  fpoke  fuch  fcurvy  and  provoking  terms 
Againft  your  honour,  that  with  the  little  godlinefs  1  have, . 
I  did  full  hard  forbear  him :  but  1  pray  fir. 
Are  you  faft  married  ?  For  be  fure  of  this. 
That  the  Magnifico  is  much  beloved, 
And  hath  in  his  cKd,  a  voice  potential. 
As  double  as  the  Dukes,  he  will  divorce  you. 
Or  put  upon  you  what  rcftraint,  and  grievance. 
The  law  (with  all  his  might,  to  inforce  it  on,  J 

Will 
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We'll  give  hitn  Cable. 

0th.  Let  him  do  his  fpite. 
My  fervices  which  I  have  done  the  Sigdiory, 
Shall  out-tongue  his  complaints^  'iis  yet  to  know. 
Which  when  1  know  that  boafting  is  an  honour, 
I  fliall  promulgate,  I  fetch  my  life  and  being 
From  men  of  royal  height,  and  my  demerrits 
May  fpeak  unbonneted  as  proud  a  fortune 
As  this  that  I  have  reachM    for  know,  J^o, 
But  that  I  love  the  gentle  Deftkmn*^ 
I  would  not  my  unhoufed  free  condition. 
Put  into  circumfcriptioa  and  confine 

For  the  feas  worth,  Enter  Calfio  wfc  /i/fc^/,  Offictrs^  and  Tmks. 

But  look  what  lights  come  yonder  .? 

Ja^,  Thefe  are-the  raifed  Facher  and  his  Friends^ 
You  were  befl:  go  in. 

0th,  Not  I,  I  muft  be  found. 
My  parts,  my  Title,  and  my  perfeft  foul, 
^Shall  manifeft  my  right  by  :  is  it  they  ? 

JaiT,  Jamis  I  think  no. 

Ott,  The  Servants  of  the  Duke^  and  my  Lieutenant  ? 
Thegoodnefsof  the  night  upon  you  (friends,; 
What  is  the  news  ? 

€af.  The  Duke  does  greet  you  (General) 
And  he  requires  your  hafte,^  poft-hafte  appearance^  j   .  ... 
Even  on  the  inftant.  aicciB^.v       :  ilom  bnEfiifaoD 

0th,  What's  the  matter,  think  yoflT^-i  *  -  ;  '  ' 

Caf  Something  from  Cypr^/,  as  I  may- divine, 
Itisabufinefsof  fome  heat,  the  Galleys 
Have  fent  a  doten  fequent  mefleng^^ 
This  very  night'  one  at  anothers  heels. :  .   .  . 

And  many  of  the  Confuls  raisM  and  met^  Y  i^v  ui 

Are  at  the  Dukes  already,  you  have  been  hotly^  iall'd  tor, 
When  being  not  ac  your  lodging  to  be  found,. 
The  Senate  fent  above  three  feveral  quefts 
To  fearch  you  out. 

0th.  'Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you, 
I  will  but  fpend  a  word  herein  the  houfe,  and  go  wich  you. 

Caf,  Antient,  what  makes  he  here  ? 

Ja,  Faith,  he  to  night  hath  boarded  aland  Carriadt, 
If  it  prove  lawful  prize,  he's  made  for  ever. 

Caf,  I  do  not  underftaud. 

Ja,  He's  married. 

CaJ.  To  -'Horn? 
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Enter  Brabantio,  Roderigo,  and  others  wtth  Lights 
and  IVeaponr, 

Ja,  Marry  to  Come  Captain,  will  you  go  ? 

0th.  Ha'  with  you. 

Caf.  Here  comes  another  troop  to  feek  for  you, 

Ja.  It  is  Brabamioy  General  be  ad vis'd. 
He  comes  to  bad  intent. 

0th.  Holla,  ftand  there.' 

Rod.  Seignior  it  is  the  Moor. 

JBr^.  Down  with  him,  thief, 

Jag.  You  Roderigo,  come  Sir,  I  am  for  you. 

0th.  Keep  up  yovjr  bright  fwords,  for  the  dew  will  rufl:  'emi. 
Good  Seignior  you  (hall  more  command  with  years 
Then  with  your  Weapons. 

Bra.  O  thou  foul  thief,  where  haft  thou  flowed  my  daughter  ? 
Damn'd  as  thou  art,  thou  haft  inchanted  her, 
For  Fie  refer  me  to  all  things  of  fenfe, 
(If  flie  in  chains  of  magick  were  not  bound^ 
Whether  a  maid  fo  tender,  fair,  and  happy. 
So  oppofite  to  marriage  that  fhe  fhunM 
The  wealthy  curled  darlings  of  our  Nation, 
Would  ever  have  (to  incur  a  general  mock) 
Run  from  her  gatdage  toth^footy  Bofome 
Of  fuch  a  thing  as  thou  ^  to  fear,  not  tp  delight : 
Judge  me  the  world,  if  'tis  not  grofs  in  fenfe, 
That  thou  haft  pradtisM  on  her  with  foul  charms, 
AbusM  her  delicate  youth  with  the  drugs  or  Minerals, 
That  wfigkeF^  mppion :  IMe  have't  difputed  oh  ; 
'Tis  portable  and  palpable  to  thinking  ^ 
I  therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach'.  ,th^e, 
For  aa  abufer  of  the  world,  a  praftifer 
Of  Arts  inhibited,  and  out  of  warrant. 
Lay  hold  upon  him,  if  he  do  refift, 
Subdue  him  at  his  Peril. 

0th.  Hold  your  hands, 
Both  you  of  my  inclining  and  the  reft  : 
Were  it  my  cue  to  fight,  1  fhould  have  known  it, 
Without  a  prompter,  where  will  you  that  I  go. 
To  anfwer  this  your  charge  ? 

Bra,  To  prifon,  till  fit  time 
Of  Law,  and  courfe  of  dircd  Seflioil 
Call  thee  to  anfwer. 

0th.  What  if  I  do  obey  ? 
How  may  the  Duke  be  therewith  fatisficd, 
WhoFc  Meflengers  are  here  about  my.  fide, 

Upoa 
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Upon  fome  prefent  bufinefs  of  the  State, 
To  bear  me  to  him. 

Officer.  'Tis  true  moft  worthy  Seignior, 
The  Duke's  in  Council,  and  your  noble  felf 
i  am  fure  is  fent  for.  ^ 

Bra.  How  ?  the  Duke  in  Council  ? 
In  this  time  of  night?  bring  him  away  ^ 
Mine's  not  an  idle  caufe :  the  Duke  himfelf. 
Or  any  of  my  Brothers  of  the  State, 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong,  as  'twere  their  own. 
For  if  fuch  Aftions  may  have  paflage  free, 

Bondflaves,  and  Pagans  fliall  our  Statefmen  be.  HExeunt. 

Enter  Dnke  and  Senators^  fet  at  a  Table^  with  lights, 
and  Attendants. 

Duke.  There  is  no  compofition  in  thefe  news. 
That  gives  them  credit. 

1  Sena.  Indeed  they  are  dilproportioned. 
My  letters  fay,  a  hundred  and  feven  Galiies.^ 

Du,  And  mine  a  hundred  and  forty. 

2  Sen.  And  mine  two  hundred  : 

But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  juft  account, 
(As  in  thefe  cafes,  where  they  aim  reports, 
'Tis  oft  with  difference,)  yet  do  they  all  confirm 
A  Turkijlj  fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cyprus, 

Dh.  Nay,  it  is  poffible  enough  to  judgment : 
I  do  not  fo  fecure  me  to  the  error. 
But  the  main  Article  I  do  approve 

In  fearful  fenfe.  (^Enter  a  Meffenger. 

One  within.  What  ho,  what  ho,  what  ho  ? 
Officer.  A  meflenger  from  the  Galleys. 
Du.  Now,  the  bufinefs  ? 

Sailor.  The  Turkijh  preparation  makes  for  Rhodes, 
So  was  1  bid  report  here  to  the  State,  by  Seignior  Angela, 

Dh.  How  fay  you  by  this  change? 

Sena.  This  cannot  be  by  no  aflay  of  reafon  

'Tis  a  Pageant , 

To  keep  us  in  falfe  gaze  :  wlien  we  confider 

The  importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turkj, 

And  let  our  felves  again  but  underftand. 

That  as  it  more  concerns  the  Tur}^  than  Rhodes^ 

So  may  he  with  more  facile  queftion  be^r  it. 

For  that  it  ftands  not  in  fuch  warlike  brace. 

Who  altogether  lacks  th'abilities 

That  Rhodes  is  drefl  in  :  if  we  make  thought  of  this. 

We  mult  not  think  the  Turk^  is  fo  unskilful,  - 
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To  leave  thafc  lateft  which  concerns  him  firft  ^ 
Negkding  an  attempt  of  eafe  and  gain. 
To  wake  and  wage  a  danger  profitlefs. 

D^i.  Nay,  in  all  confidence  hs's  not  for  Rhodes, 

Ojficer,  Here  is  more  news.  l^Emr  a  id,  Mejfoi^er, 

Mef.  The  Ottomites^  reverend  and  gratious. 
Steering  with  due  courfe,  toward  the  Ifle  of  Rhodes^ 
Have  there  enjoyned  them  with  an  after  fleet. 

I  Sena.  I,  fo  I  thought,  how  many,  as  you  guefs  ? 

Mef.  Of  30  fail,  and  now  they  do  reftern 
Their  backward  courfe,  bearing  with  frank  appearance 
Their  purpofes  towards  Cyfrns:  Seignior  ^^o^r^^o. 
Your  trufty  and  moft  valiant  Servitor, 
With  his  free  duty  recommends  you  thus. 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Di^.  'Tis  certain  then  for  Cyprus, 
Marcus  Luccicos  is  not  he  in  town  ? 

I  Sena.  He's  now  in  Florence. 

Du.  Write  from  us  to  him  ppft,  poft  halle  difpatch. 

£»^er  Brabantio,  Othello,  Roderigo,  Jago,  Caflio, 
Defdemona,  and  Officers. 

1  Sena.  Here  comes  Brabantio  and  the  valiant  Moor. 

D«.  Valiant  Othello.^  we  mull  ftrait  imploy  you, 
Againft'the  general  enemy  Ottoman-^ 
I  did  not  fee  you,  welcom  gentle  Seignior, 
-   We  lackt  your  counfel,  and  your  help  to  night. 

Bra.  So  did  I  yours,  good  your  Grace  pardon  me, 
Neither  my  place,  nor  ought  I  heard  of  bufinefs 
Hath  rais'd  me  from  my  bed,  nor  doth  the  general  care 
Take  hold  of  me,  for  my  particular  grief 
Is  of  fo  floodgate  and  o're-bearing  nature,^ 
That  it  englucs  aed  fwallows  other  forrows. 
And  it  is  ftill  it  felf. 

Bh.  Why  f  whats  the  matter  ? 

Bra.  My  daughter,  O  my  Daughter. 

Ml.  Dead  ? 

Bra.  I  to  me: 
Sheisabus'd,  ftoln  from  me  and  corrupted. 
By  fpels  and  medicines,  bought  of  Mountebanks, 
For  nature  fo  prepoflcroully  to  err, 
(Being  not  deficient,   blind  or  lame  of  fenfe,J 
Sans  witchcraft  could  not. 

Du.  Who  c^  e  he  be,  that  in  this  foul  proceeding 
Hath  thus  beguilM  your  daughter  of  her  fclf, 
And  you  of  her,  the  bloody  book  of  Law, 

G  You 
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You  fliall  your  felf  read  in  the  bitter  letter^ 
After  its  own  fence,  yeatho'our  proper  fon 
Stood  in  your  adlion. 

Bra.  Humbly  I  thank  your  Grace, 
Here  is  the  man,  this  Moor,  whom  now  it  fecms 
Your  fpecial  Mandate,  for  the  State  affairs. 
Hath  hither  brought. 

We  are  very  forry  for't. 
Du.  What  in  your  own  part  can  you  fay  to  this? 
Bra.  Nothing,  but  this  is  fo, 
0th.  Moft  potent,  grave  and  reverend  Seigniors, 
My  very  noble  and  approv'd  good  Mailers: 
That*!  have  tane  away  this  old  raan*s  daughter. 
It  is  mbft  true:  true,  I  have  married  her,   ■  ' 
The  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending,  ^- 
Hath  this  extent  no  more.    Rude  I  am  ift  diy  Ip^etb^ 
And  little  bleft  with  the  fet  phrafe  of  peace, 
For  fince  thefe^rms  of  mine  had  feven  years  pith. 
Till  now  fome  nine  months  wafted,  they  have  usM 
Their  deafeft  aftioa  in  the  tented  fields 
And  little  of  this  great  world       t  fj^ftk,  \  ■  ^ 
More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broyls,  and'  feattiil. 
And  therefore  little  fliall  I  grace  my  caufe. 
In  fpeaking  for  my  felf  5  yet  by  your  gracious  patience^ 
I  would  a  round  unravifhM  tale  deliver,, 
Of  my  whole  courfe  of  love,  what  drugs,  what  charms, 
What  Conjuration,  what  mighty  magick, 
("For  fuch  proceedings  am  I  chargM  withal*) 
I  won  his  Daughter. 

Bra.  A  Maiden  never  bold. 
Of  fpirit  fo  ftill  and  quiet,  that  her  motion  ^ 
Bluiht  at  her  felf-,  and  ffie  in  fpight  of •  Nature, 
Of  Years,  of  Country,  Credit,  every  things 
To  fall  in  love  with  what  ffie  feiarM  to  look  on  ? 
It  is  a  judgment  maim'd,  and  moft  imperfeft. 
That  will  confefs,  perfection  fo  would  err 
Againft  all  Rules  of  Nature,  and  muft  be  driven 
To  find  out  pradices  of  cunning  hell, 
Why  this  fhould  be,  I  therefore  vouch  again. 
That  with  fome  mixtures  powerful  oVe  the  blood, 
Or  with  fome  dram  conjur'd  to  this  effeft. 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Bh.  To  vouch  this  is  no  proof. 
Without  more  certain  and  more  overt  teft, 
Thefe  are  thin  habits,  and  poor  likelihoods, 
Of  modern  feemings  you  prefer  againft  nim. 
1  Sem,  But  OMlo  fpeak, 

Did 
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Did  you  by  indireft  and  forced  courfes. 
Subdue  and  poyfon  this  young  Maids  affeftions  ^ 
Or  came  it  by  requeft,  and  fuch  fair  queftion. 
As  foul  to  foul  afFordeth  ? 

0th.  I  do  befeech  you. 
Send  for  the  Lady  to  the  Sagittary, 
And  let  her  fpeak  of  me  before  her  father  ^ 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report. 
The  Truft,  the  Office,  I  do  hold  of  you. 
Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  fcntence 
Even  falJ  upon  ray  life. 

Dh.  Fetch  Defckmona  hither.  [Exem  tm  or  three. 

O^^.  Ancient  conduft  them,  you  beft  Jcnow  the  place, 
And  till  file  come,  as  truly  as  to  heaven 
I  do  confefs  the  vices  of  my  blood. 
So  juftly  to  your  grave  ears  I'le  prefent. 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  fair  Ladies  love. 
And  flie  in  mine. 

Du.  Say  it,  Othdlo. 

0th.  Her  Father  loved  me  ^  oft  invited  me. 
Still  queftion'd  me  the  Story  of  my  life. 
From  year  to  year,  the  battels,  feiges,  fortunes 
That  I  have  paft, 

I  ran  it  through  even  from  my  boyilh  days. 

To  th' very  moment  that  he  bid  me  tell  it: 

Wherein  I  Ipeak  of  molt  difaftrous  chances. 

Of  moving  accidents,  by  flood  aud  field  ; 

Of  hair-breadth  fcapes  i'th'  imminent  deadly  breach  ; 

Of  being  taken  by  the  infolent  fo, 

And  fold  to  flavery,  of  my  redemption  thence. 

And  portance  in  my  travels  hiftoi^y  ; 

Wherein  of  Antars  vaft,  and  Defarts  idle. 

Rough  quarries,  rocks  and  hills,  whofe  heads  touch  heaven, 

It  was  my  hint  to  fpeak,  fuch  was  my  procefs : 

And  of  the  Cannibals^  that  each  other  eat  ^ 

The  yinthrofofhagiej  and  men  whofe  heads 

Do  grow  beneath  their  flioulders :  thefe  to  hear. 

Would  Defdemona  ferioufly  incline 

But  ftill  the  houfe  affairs  would  draw  her  thence, 

Which  ever  as  (he  could  with  hafte  difpatch. 

She'd  come  again,    and  with  a  greedy  ear 

Devour  up  my  difeourfe:  which  I  obferving, 

Took  once  a  pliant  hour,  and  found  good  means 

To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earnelt  heart, 

That  1  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate. 

Whereof  by  parcels  Ihe  had  fomething  heard. 

But  not  intentively,  I  did  confenr, 

C  a  And 
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And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears. 

When  I  did  fpeak  of  fome  diftrefsful  ftroak. 

That  my  youth  fufFered  :  my  ftory  being  done 

She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  fighs ; 

She  f»vore  I  faith  'twas  ftrange,  'twas  pafling  ftrange 

'Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiful  *, 

She  wifht  flie  had  not  heard  it,  yet  fhe  wifht 

That  heaven  had  made  her  fuch  a  man  :  Ihe  thanked  me, 

And  bad  me  if  1  had  a  friend  that  loved  her, 

I  (hould  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  ftory. 

And  that  would  woe  her.    Upon  this  heat  I  fpake : 

She  lovM  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  paft  j 

And  I  lov'd  her  that  (he  did  pity  them. 

This  only  is  the  witchcraft  1  have  usM  : 

Here  comes  the  Lady, 

Let  her  witncfs  it. 

Defdemona,  Jago,  andtherefl. 

Dh.  I  think  this  tale  would  win  my  Daughter  too  — 
Good  Brahantioj  take  up  this  mangled  matcer^at  tlw:  beft, 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  ufe,     J'^  ;r- 
Than  their  bare  hands. 

Bra,  I  pray  you  hear  her  fpeak. 
If  (he  confefs  that  fne  was  half  thewooer^ 
Deftrudion  light  on  me,  if  my  bad  blams 
Light  on  the  man.    Come  hither  gentle  Miftrefs; 
Do  you  perceive  in  all  this  noble  company^ 
Where  moft  you  owe  obedience  ^ 

Def.  iMy  noble  Father, 
I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  Duty : 
To  you  I  am  bound  for  life  and  education; 
My  life  and  education  both  do  learn  me 
How  to  refped  you,  you  are  the  Lord  of  duty, 
I  am  hitherto  your  daughter.  But  here's  my  husband  : 
And  fb  much  duty  as  my  mother  (hewed. 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  father, 
So  much  1  challenge,  that  I  may  profefs. 
Due  to  the  Moor  my  Lord. 

Bra.  Godbu'y,  I  haMone: 
Pleafe  it  your  Grace,  on  to  the  State  affairs, 
I  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child  than  get  it  y 
Come  hither  Moor 

I  here  do  give  thee  that,  with  all  my  heart, 
Which  but  thou  haft  already,  with  all  my  heart 
I  would  keep  from  thee :  for  your  fake  f  Jewel) 
1  am  glad  at  foul,  I  have  no  other  child. 
For  thy  efcape  would  teach  me  tyranny, 


the  Moor  of  Venice.  1 3 

To  hang  clogs  on 'em,  I  have  done  my  Lord. 

Dh.  Let  mefpeak  like  your  felf,  and  lay  a  fentenee 
Which  as  a  grcefe  or  ftep  may  help  thefe  lovers 
Into  your  favour. 

When  remedies  are  paft,  the  griefs  are  ended. 

By  feeing  the  worft,  which  late  oh  hopes  depended^  ^ 

To  mourn  a  mifchief  that  is  part  and  gon. 

Is  the  next  way  to  draw  more  mifcheif  on  : 

What  cannot  be  preferv'd  when  fortune  takes. 

Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 

The  rob'd  that  fmiles,  fteals  fomething  from  the  thief. 

He  robs  himfelf  that  fpends  a  bootlefs  grief. 

Bra.  So  let  the  Ti^rli  of  Cyprus  us  beguile. 
We  lofe  it  not  fo  long  as  we  can  fmile ; 
He  bears  the  fentence  well  that  nothing  bears. 
But  the  free  comfort,  which  from  thence  he  hears : 
But  he  bears  both  the  fentence  and  the  forrow, 
That  to  pay  grief,  mull  of  poor  patience  borrow. 
Thefe  fentcnces  to  fugar,  or  to  gall. 
Being  ftrong  on  both  fides,  are  equivocal : 
But  words  are  words,  I  never  yet  did  hear, 
That  the  bruis'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the  ear. 
Befeech  you  now.  to  the  affairs  of  the  ftate. 

Dh.  The  THrk^  v/ith  moft  mighty  preparation  makes  for  Cyprus:  Othello^ 
the  fortitude  of  the  place  is  bell  known  to  you,  and  though  we  have  there 
a  Subftitute  of  moft  allowed  fufEcicncy,  yet  opinion,  a  foveraign  Miftrefs  of 
efFedts,  throws  a  more  fafer  voice  on  you  •,  you  muft  therefore  be  content  to 
flubber  the  glofs  of  your  new  fortunes,  with  this  more  ftubborn  and  boifterous 
expedition. 

0th.  The  tyrant  cuftom,  moft  grave  Senators^ 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  fteel  Cooch  of  war, 
My  thrice- driven  bed  of  down ;  I  do  agnize 
A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity 
I  find  in  hardnefs,  and  do  undertake 

This  prefent  war  againft  the  Ottomites :  t 

Moft  humbly  therefore,  bending  to  your  State, 

I  crave  fit  difpofition  for  my  wile. 

Due  reference  of  place  and  exhibition, 

With  fuch  accommodation  and  bcfort. 

As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Dh.  If  you  pleafe,  be't  at  her  fathers. 

Bra.  I'le  not  have  it  lb. 

Oth.  Nor  L 

Def.  Nor  I,  I  would  not  there  refidc. 
To  put  ray  father  in  impatient  thoughts. 
By  being  in  his  eye :  moft  gracious  Duke, 
To  my  unfolding  lend  a  gracious  car. 

And 
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And  let  me  find  a  charter  in  your  voycc, 
T'affifl:  my  fimpleners  

Dh.  What  would  you,  Defd^mna} 

Def,  That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with  him, 
My  down-right  violence,  and  ftorm  of  Fortunes, 
May  trumpet  to  the  world*,  my  heart's  fubducd, 
Even  to  the  very  quality  of  my  Lord  : 
1  faw  Othello^ s  vifage  in  his  mind. 
And  to  his  Honors,  and  his  valiant  parts 
Did  I  ray  foul  and  fortunes  confecrate. 
So  that,  dear  Lords,  If  I  be  left  behind, 
A  moth  of  peace,  and  he  go  to  the  war. 
The  rites  for  which  I  love  him,  are  bereft  me, 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  (hall  fupport. 
By  his  dear  abfence-,  let  me  go  with  him. 

0th,  Your  voices  Lords:  befeech  you  let  her  will 
Have  a  free  way. 

Vouch  with  me  Heaven,  I  therefore  beg  it  not 

To  pleafe  the  palate  of  my  appetite, 

Nor  to  comply  with  heat,  the  young  affeds 

In  my  defundt  and  proper  fatisfaftion, 

But  to  be  free  and  bounteous  t(j  her  mind, 

And  heaven  defend  your  good  fouls  that  you  think 

I  will  your  ferious  and  good  bufinefs  fcant. 

For  (he  is  with  mej-— — no,  when  light  wing'd  toyes,, 

And  feather'd  Cuftd  foyls  with  wanton  dulnefs,       i^om -ko 

My  fpeculative  and  aftive  inftruments,  .       .  .. 

That  my  difports  corrupt  and  taidt  my  bufinefs. 

Let  Hufwifes  make  a  Skellet  of  my  Helm  ^ 

And  all  indigne  and  bafe  adverfities- •  ;o ...  .  i  . 

Make  head  againft  my  reputation.       n;>(K)D  !53fi  br^5:  vjnp  srli  .bsrn  i 

Dh.  Be  it,  as  you  fliall  privately  3ctcfrfiihe,  d  n-yrb-^Diifl- 

Either  for  her  ftay  or  going,  the  affair  cryes  hafte,  ' 
And  fpeed  muft  anfwer,  you  muft  hence  to  night. 

Def.  To  night,  my  Lord?  ':]'-  \ 

Du,  This  night.         0th.  With  all  my  heart. 

Du,  At  nine  i'th'  morning  here  we'll  meet  again. 
Othello^  leave  fome  Officer  behind,  > 
And  he  lhall  our  Commiffion  bring  to  you. 
With  fuch  things  elfe  of  quality  and  refped. 
As  doth  import  you. 

0th.   Pleafe  your  Grace,  my  Ancient, 
A  man  he  is  of  honefty  and  truft. 
To  his  conveyance  I  aflign  my  Wife,  . 
With  what  elfe  needful  your  good  Grace  fhall  think 
To  be  fent  after  me. 
A..  Let  it  be  fo. 

Good 
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Good  night  to  every  one,  and  noble  Seignior, 

If  Virtue  no  delighted  beauty  lack. 

Your  Son-in-Law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 

I  Sena,  Adieu  brave  Moor,  ufe  Defdemma  well. 

Bra.  Look  to  her  Moor,  if  thou  haft  eyes  to  fee. 
She  has  deceived  her  Father,  and  may  thee. 

0th.  My  life  upon  her  faith.   Honeft  Jago^ 
My  Defdemona  muft  I  leave  to  thee, 
I  prithee  let  thy  Wife  attend  on  her. 
And  bring  her  after  in  the  beft  advantage 
Come  Defdemona  I  have  but  an  hour 
Of  love,  of  worldly  matters  and  direftion. 
To  fpend  with  thee,  we  muft  obey  the  rime. 

Rod,  Jago.  Moor  and  Defdemona. 

Jag,.  What  fay'ft  thou  noble  heart  ? 

ti9d.  What,  will  r  do  think^ft  thou.^ 

Jag,  Why  go  to  bed  and  fleep. 

Rok,  I  will  incontinently  drown. my  felf.  -^  "-'^  '-'^  r'^^'^  -    '  ^ 
J4g.  Well,  if  thou  doft,  I  lhall  never  lotr^^  t'Seerftfef  it,  ' 
Why  thou  filly  Gentleman. 

'  Rod.  It  is  fillineft  to  live,  when  to  live  is  a  torment,  and  then  we  have 
a  prefcription,  to  dye  when  death  is  our  Phyiitian. 

Jag.  O  villanous,  I  ha  look'd  upon  the  world  for  four  times  feven  years, 
and  lince  I  could  diftinguifli  between  a  benefit,  and  an  injury,  I  never  found 
a  man  that  knew  how  to  love  himfelf:  e're  I  would  fay  I  would  drown  my 
felf  for  the  love  of  a  Ginny  Hen,  1  would  change  my  hamanity  with  a 
Baboon. 

Rod.  What  fliould  I  do  ?  I  confefs  it  is  my  fhame  to  be  fo  fond,  but  it  is  not 
in  my  virtue  to  amend  it. 

Jag,  Virtue,  a  fig, 'tis  in  our  felves,  that  we  are  thus,  or  thus,  our  bodies 
are  Gardens,  to  the  which  our  wills  are  Gardiners,  fo  that  if  we  will  plant 
Nettles,  or  fow  Lettice,  fet  Ifop,  and  weed  up  Time ;  fupply  it  with  one 
gender  of  hearbs,  or  diftradt  it  with  many  ^  either  to  have  it  fterril  with  idle- 
nefs,  or  manur'd  with  induftry,  why  the  power,  and  corrigible  Authority  of 
this,  lies  in  our  wills.  If  the  ballance  of  our  lives  had  not  one  fcale  of  rcafon 
to  poyfe  another  of  fenfuality;  the  blood  and  bafenefs  of  our  natures,  would 
condudt  us  to  moft  prepoftcrous  conclufions.  But  we  have  reafon  to  cool  our 
raging  motions,  our  carnal  ftings,  our  unbitted  lufts ;  whereof  I  take  this 
that  you  call  love  to  be  a  Sect,  or  Sycn. 

Rod.  It  cannot  be. 

Jag.  It  is  meerly  a  luft  of  the  blood,  and  a  pcrmiirion  of  the  will ;  Come, 
be  a  man  \  drown  thy  felf  j  drown  Cats,and  blind  Puppies :  I  profcfs  me  thy 
friend,  and  I  confefs  me  knit  to  thy  deferving,  with  Cables  of  perdurable 
toughnefs I  could  never  better  fteed  thee  than  now.  Put  money  in  tby 
purfe:^  follow  thefe  wars,  defeat  thy  favour  with  an  ufurpM  beard-, 
I  fey,    put  money  in  thy  purfc.    It  cannot  be,  that  Defdo?mA  (hould 

long 
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long  continue  her  love  unto  the  Moor,-  put  money  in  thy  purfe  

nor  he  his  to  her ;  it  was  a  violent  commenccinent,  and  thou  (halt  fee  an  an- 

fvvcrable  fequeftration  :  put  but  money  in  thy  purfc.  ^-Thefe  Moors  are 

changeable  in  their  wills.—— ^Fill  thy  purfc  with  mon,ey.  The  food  that  to 
him  now  is  aslufhious  as  Locufts,  Ihall  be  to  him  fhortly  as  bitter  as  Goloquin- 
tida  She  mufl:  change  for  youth  ^  when  fhe  is  fated  with  his  body,  flie  will  find 
the  error  of  her  choice  :  (he  muft  havechange,(he  muft.  Therefore  put  money 
in  thy  purfe :  If  thou  wilt  needs  damn  thy  felf,  do,  it  a  more  delicate  way 
than  drowning  ^  make  all  the  money  thou  canft.  If  Sandimony,  and  a 
frail  vow,  betwixt  an  erring  Barbarian^  and  a  fuper-fubtle  VemtUn^  be 
not  too  hard  for  my  wits,  and  all  the  tribe  of  hell,  thou  (halt  enjoy  her-, 

therefore  make  money,  a  pox  a  drowning,  'tis  clean  out  of  the  way ;  fcek 

thou  rather  to  be  hang'd  in  compalFicg  thy  joy,  than  to  be  drowned,  and  go 
without  her. 

Rod,  Wilt  thou  be  fafl:  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend  on  the  ifTue  ^ 
"jdg.  Thou  art  fure  of  me  go,  make  money  1  have  told  thee  of- 
ten, and  I  tell  thee  again,  and  again,  I  hate  the  Moor^  my  caufe  is  hearted, 
thine  has  no  lefsreafon,  let  us  be  conjundtive  in  our  reycnge  againfl  him :  If 
thou  canft  cuckold  him,  thoudo'ft  thy  felf  a  jjleafure,  me  a  fporl;.  There 
are  many  events  in  the  womb  of  Time,  which  will  de  delivered.  Tra- 
verfe,  gos,  provide  thy  money,  we  will  have  more  of  this  to  morrowj 
adieu. 

Rod,  Wh^re  (li^U  we  meet  f'th'  morning  f 

Jag.  At ; my  lodging.  .bhlt/o>i  sdp^ 

Rvd,  me  be  with  thee  betipies.        ^,  ^ 
Jng,  Go  to,  farewel : — do  you  h.t'ax^ocimgo^f 

What  fay  you  ."^  ' 
Jag,  No  more  of  drowning,  do  you  hear  ? 
Rod.  I  am  chang'd,  Pie  gb  fell  all  my  land. 
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Jag,  Thus  dol  ever  make  my  fool  my  purfe: 
Fori  mine  own  gain'd  knowledge  (hould  prophane. 
If  I  would  time  expend  withfuch  a  fnip. 
But  for  my  fport  and  profit :  1  hate  the  Moor, 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  'twixt  my  (heets 

H'as  done  my  Office   1  know  not  if't  be  true  

Yet  I,  for  meer  fufpition  in  that  kind. 
Will  do,  as  if  for  furety  :  he  holds  me  well. 
The  better  (hall  my  purpofe  work  on  him. 
Cafioh^  proper  man,  let  me  fee  now. 
To  get  this  place,  and  to  plum  up  my  will, 
A  double  knavery— how,  how,— let  me  fee, 
After  fome  time,  to  abufe  Othello\  eat. 
That  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  wife : 
He  has  a  perfon  and  a  fmooth  difpofe. 
To  be  fuFpedted,  fram'd  to  make  woman  falfe  : 
The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature. 


££A;/rRoderigo. 
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the  Moor  of  Venice. 

That  thinks  men  honeft,  that  butfeems  to  be  fo  : 

And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  th*  noifc  as  Affes  are : 

Tha'c>  it  is  ingenderM  :  Hell  and  night 

Muft  bring  this  monftrous  birth  to  the  worlds  light. 


Adus  Secundus,  Scoena  prima. 

Enter  Montanio,  Governour  of  Cyprus,  with 
two  other  Gentlemen. 

Montanio, 

WHat  from  the  Cape  can  you  difcern  at  Sea  f 
I  Gem,  Nothing  at  all,  it  is  a  high-wrought  flood^ 
I  cannot  'twixt  the  heaven  and  the  main 
Defcry  a  fail.  • 

oi  Mon,  Methinks  the  wind  does  fpeak  aloud  at  land, 

A  fuller  blaft  neVe  fhook  our  battlements : 

If  it  ha'  ruffiand  fo  upon  the  Sea, 

What  ribs  of  Oak,  when  mountain  melton  them. 

Can  hold  the  morties, — What  (hall  we  hear  of  this? 

2  Gem.  A  fegregation  of  the  Tfirkilh  fleet : 
For  do  but  ftand  upon  the  foaming  fliore. 
The  chiding  billows  feem  to  pelt  the  clouds, 

The  wind-fliakM  furge,  with  high  and  monftrous  main 
Seems  to  caft  water  on  the  burning  Bear, 
And  quench  the  guards  of  th'ever  fired  pole, 
I  never  did  like  molefl:ation  vievy 
On  the  enchafed  flood. 

Man.  If  that  the  Tmkijl)  Fleet 
Benot  infhelterM,  and  embayed,  they  are  drownM, 
It  is  impoflible  to  bear  it  out. 

E?7tcr  a  third  Gcnthmafj. 

3  Gent.  News,  Lads,  your  Wars  are  done: 
Thedefperate  Tempeft:  hath  fo  bangM  the  T/zr/', 
That  their  dcfignmcnt  haults  : 
A  noble  ftiip  of  l^erjue 
Hath  feen  a  grievous  wrack  and  fufferancc 
On  moft  part  of  their  Fleet. 

Mon.  How,  isthis  true 
5  Gent.  The  fliip  is  here  put  in : 
A  Vcronefla,  Mnhacl  CalJtOj 
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Lieutenant  to  the  warlike  Moor  Othello^ 
hcome  a  fhore  :  the  Moor  himfelf  at  Sea, 
And  is  in  full  commiflion  here  for  Cyprus, 

Mon.  I  am  glad  on'c,  'tis  a  worthy  Governonr. 

3  Gent.  But  this  fame  Cajfio^  tho'  he  fpeak  of  comfort. 
Touching  the  THrkiJh  lofs,  yet  he  looks  fadly. 
And  prays  the  Moor  be  fafe,  for  they  were  parted 
With  foul  and  violent  Tempeft. 

Mon,  Pray  Heaven  he  be : 
For  I  have  fervM  him,  and  the  man  commands 
Like  a  full  Souldier : 
Let's  to  the  Sea-fide,  ho. 
As  well  to  fee  the  Vcflel  that's  come  in. 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  for  brave  Othello f 
Even  till  we  make  the  Main  and  th'Air  all  blue, 
An  indiftinft  regard. 

3  Gent,  Come,  let's  do  fo. 
For  every  minute  is  expeftancy 

Of  more  arrivance.  \^Enter  C^Sio. 

Caf.  Thanks  to  the  valiant  of  this  Ifle, 
That  fo  approve  the  Moor,  and  let  the  heavens 
Give  him  defence  againft  their  Elements^ 
For  I  have  loft  him  on  a  dangerous  Sea. 

Mon,  Is  he  well  (hipt  ? 

Caf.  His  Bark  is  ftoutly  timber'd,and  his  Pilot 
Of  very  expert  and  approv'd  allowance. 
Therefore  my  hopes  (not  forfeited  to  death ) 

Stand  in  bold  cure.  .  ZEnter  a  A^jfengtr. 

Mef.  A  fail,  a  fail,  a  fail. 
Caf,  What  noife  ? 

Mef  The  Town  is  empty,  on  the  brow  o'th'  fea 
Stand  ranks  of  people,  and  they  cry  a  fail. 

Caf,  My  hopes  do  fhape  him  for  the  Government 

2  Gent,  They  do  difcharge  the  (hot  of  courtefie. 
Our  friend  at  leaft.  {^A  Jhot, 

Caf,  I  pray  you,  Sir,  go  forth. 
And  give  us  truth,  who 'tis  that  is  arriv'd. 

2  Gent.  1  (hall.  lExifn 

Mon,  But  good  Lieutenant,  is  your  General  wiv'd  ? 

Caf  Molt  fortunately,  he  hath  atchiev'd  a  maid^ 
That  parragons  defcription  and  wild  fame ; 
One  that  excels  the  quirks  of  blafoning  pens  5 
And  in  the  effential  vefture  of  creation. 
Does  bear  an  excellency  :  now,  who  has  pot  in  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  1  Gentleman, 

2  Gent.  'Tisone^^^o,  Ancient  to  the  General  ^ 
He  has  had  moft  favourable  and  happy  fpeed^ 
Tempefts  themfelves,  high  feas,  and  howling  wind«, 
The  guttered  rocks,  and  congreated  fands, 
Traitors  enfteep'd,  to  clog  the  guiltlefs  Keel^ 
As  having  fenfe  of  beauty,  do  omit 
Their  common  natures,  letting  go  fefely  by 
The  divine  Defdemona. 

Mon.  What  is  (he? 

Caf,  She  that  I  fpeak  of,  our  great  Captains  Captain, 
Left  in  the  conduft  of  the  bold  Jago^ 
Whofe  footing  here  anticipates  our  thoughts 
A  fennights  fpeed — great  Jove  Othello  guavdf 
And  fwell  his  fail  with  thine  own  powerful  brcathj 
That  he  may  blefs  this  Bay  with  his  tall  Ihip, 
And  fwifcly  come  to  Defdemona\  arms, 

Enter  Dclderaona,  Jago,  Emilb,  rf«^iRodcrigo. 

Give  rencwM  fice 

To  our  extinfted  fpirits: 

And  bring  all  Cyfrns  comfort, — —  O  behold 

The  riches  of  the  fhip  is  come  on  fhore. 

Ye  men  of  Cyprns^  let  her  have  your  knees : 

Hail  to  the  Lady :  and  the  grace  of  heaven. 

Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand, 

Enwheel  thee  round. 

Def,  I  thank  you  valiant  Cajfio  : 
What  tidings  can  you  teH  me  of  my  Lord  ? 

Caf.  He  is  not  yet  arrivM,  nor  know  I  ought. 
But  that  he's  well,  and  will  be  fhortly  here. 

Def  O  but  I  fear,  how  loft  you  company  ?  £whhin2  A  fail^  4  fail, 

Caf,  The  great  contention  of  the  fea  and  skies 
Parted  our  fe.llowfhip  :  but  hark !  a  fail. 

2  Gent,  They  give  their  greeting  to  the  Citadel, 
This  likewife  is  a  friend . 

Caf  See  for  the  news  * 
Good  Ancient  you  are  welcome,  welcome  Miftrefs, 
Let  it  not  gall  your  patience,  good  J^go^ 
Tfiat  1  extend  my  manners,  'tis  my  breeding 
That  gives  me  this  bold  (hew  of  courtefie, 

Jag,  Sir,  would  flic  give  you  fo  much  of  her  lips, 
As  of  her  tongue  (he  has  beftowed  on  me, 
YouM  have  enough. 
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Dcf,  Alas!  (he has  no fpeech. 

Jag,  Jn  faith  too  much  : 
1  find  it  ftill,  for  when  I  ha*  leave  to  fleep, 
Mary,  before  your  Ladyfhip  I  grant. 
She  puts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  heart, 
And  chides  with  thinking, 

Em.  You  ha'  little  caufe  to  fay  fo. 

Jag,  Come  on,  come  on,  you  are  Piftures  out  of  doors: 
Bells'in  your  Parlors :  Wild-cats  in  your  Kitchins  .* 
Saints  in  your  Injuries :  Devils  being  offended : 
Players  in  your  houfe-wifery ;  and  houfe- wives  in  your  beds. 

Def.  O  fie  upon  thee,  flanderer. 

Jag.  Nay,  it  is  true^  or  elfe  I  am  a  Turk^ 
You  rife  to  play,  and  goto  bed  to  work. 

Em.  You  (hall  not  write  my  praifc. 

Jag,    No,  let  me  not. 

Def.  What  wouldft  thou  write  of  me, 
If  thou  fhouldfl;  praife  me  ? 

Jag,  O  gentle  Lady,  do  not  put  me  to't, 
For  1  am  nothing,  if  not  critical. 

Def,  Come  on,  allay  -there's  one  gone  to  the  Harbour. 

Jag,  I,  Madam. 

Def.  I  am  not  merry,  but  I  do  beguile 
The  thing  I  am,  by  feeming  otherwife  : 
Come,  how  wouldft  thou  praife  me  ? 

Jag,  I  am  about  it,  but  indeed  my  invention 
Comes  from  my  pate,  as  birdlime  does  from  freezey 
It  plucks  out  brain  and  all :  but  my  Mufe  labours. 
And  thus  (he  is  delivered 
If  p?e  be  fair  and  wife^  fairnefsandwit  ^ 
The  one^s  for  tifcj  the  other  ufeth  it. 
Def  Well  praisM  :  how  if  (he  be  black  and  witty  ? 
Jag,  If  fi:e  te  hlack^j  and  thereto  have  a  wit^ 
SheHl  find  a  white  that  Jhall  her  hlacknefs  fit. 
Def  Worfe  and  worfe. 
Em,  How  if  fair  and  fooli(h  ? 
Jag.  She  never  yet  was  fooli^^  that  was  fair  ^ 
For  even  her  folly  helpt  her  to  an  Heir, 

Def.  Thefe  are  old  Paradoxes,  to  make  fools  laigh  i'th'  Alehoufe  :  What 
nuiferabie  praife  haft  thou  for  her, 
That's  foul  and  foolifh  ? 

Jag.  There* s  none  fo  foul^  and  foolifh  thereunto^ 
But  does  foul  franks^  which  fair  and  wife  ones  do, 

Def  O  heav^  ignorance  that  praifes  the  worft  beft  .*  but  what  praife  couldft 
thou  beftow  on  a  deferving  v^'oman  indeed?  one,  that  in  the  Authoritjt 
of  her  merits,  did  juftly  put  on  the  vouch  of  very  malice  it  felf  ?  ^ 
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Jag.  She  that  was  ever  fair ^  afid  never  froud J 
Had  tongue  at  will^  and  yet  was  never  loud^ 
Never  lackt  gold^  and  yet  went  never  gay  ^. 
Fled  from  her  wtjhj  and  yet  faid^  now  I  may : 
She  that  being  angred^  her  revenge  being  nigh^ 
Bad  her  wrong  ftay^  and  her  diffleafure  fiye  : 
She  that  in  Wifdom  never  was  fo  frail^ 
To  change  the  Codjhead  for  the  Salmons  tail  - 
She  that  could  thinks  and  ne*re  difclofeher  mind^ 
See  Sttfrs  following-,  mjd  not  look^  behind^ 
She      a  wight ^  {if  ever  fuch  wight  were^) 

Def  To  do  what  ? 

Jag.  To  Juckle  fools^  and  chronicle  fmall  Beer. 

Def  O  moft  lame  and  impotent  conclufion  ! 
Do  not  learn  of  him  Emilia^  tho'  he  be  thy  husband  : 
How  fay  you  Cajfio^  is  he  not  a  molbprophane  and  liberal 
Counfellor  ? 

Caf  He  fpeaks  home  Madam,  you  may  relifh  him 
More  in  the  Souldier  than  in  the  SchoUer. 

Jag.  He  takes  her  by  the  palm ;  I  well  fed,  whifper  j  with  as  little  a  webb 
as  this,  willl  enfnarc  asgreata  flieas  Cajfw,  I  fniileupon  her,  do:  I  will 
catch  you  in  your  own  Courtfliip :  you  fay  true,  'tis  fo  indeed.  If  fuch  tricks 
as  thefe  ftrip  you  out  of  your  Lieutenantry,  it  had  been  better  you  had  not  rift 
your  three  fingers  fo  oft,  which  now  again,  you  are  moft  apt  to  play  the  Sir  in  a 
very  good,  wellkift,  and  excellent  courtelle;  'tis  fo  indeed :  yet  again,  your 
fingers  at  your  lips?  would  they  were  Clifter-pipes  for  your  fake  The 
Moor,  I  know  his  Trumpet.  [TrHmfct  within. 

Enter  Othello,  andjlttendantf* 

Caf  'Tis  truly  fo. 

Def.  Let*s  meet  him,  and  receive  him.  - 
Caf,  Loe,  where  he  comes. 
0th.  O  my  fair  Warriour. 
Def.  My  dear  Othello. 

0th,  It  gives  me  wonder,  great  as  my  content," 
To  fee  you  here  before  me :  O  my  fouls  joy. 
If  after  every  tempeft,  come  fuch  calmnefs, 
May  the  winds  blow,  till  they  have  wakened  death  \ 
Arid  let  the  labouring  Bark  clime  hills  of  Seas, 
OlympHs  high,  and  duck  again  as  low 
As  Hell's  from  Heaven  ;  If  it  were  now  to  dye, 
'Twere  now  to  be  moft  happy,  for  I  fear 
My  Soul  hath  her  content  fo  abfolutc, 
That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  Fate. 

De/>,Thc  Heavens  forbid, 
But  that  our  loves  and  comforts  (hould  Increafc, 
Even  as  our  dayes  do  grow. 

'  .  Oih. 
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0th.  .Amen  to  that,  fweet  Powers : 
I  cannot  fpeak  enough  of  this  content^ 
It  ftops  mehere,  it  is  too  much  of  joy  : 
And  this,  and  this,  the  greateft  difcord  be,  (J^fs. 
That  eVe  our  hearts  ftiould  make. 

Jag,  O,  you  are  wcli-tunM  now. 
But  rie  fet  down  the  pegs,  that  makes  this  mulick^ 
As  honeft  as  I  am. 

0th.  Come,  let  us  to  the  Caflle : 
News  friends,  our  wars  are  done,  theT^r^  aredrown'd 
How  does  my  old  acquaintance  of  this  Ifle  ? 
Honny,  you  fliall  be  well  defirM  in  Cyprus  ^ 
I  have  found  great  love  amongft  them:  O  ray  fweet : 
I  prattle  out  of  fafliion,  and  I  dote. 
In  mine  own  comforts :  I  prithee  good  Jago^ 
Go  to  the  Bay,  and  dilimbark  my  Coffers  j 
Bring  thou  the  Matter  to  the  Citadel : 
He  is  a  good  one,  and  his  worthinefs 
Does  challenge  much  refpeft,  come  Defdsmna. 

Once  more  well  inet  at  Cyfrns.  £E;cef^tl 
Jag.  Do  thottmeetrae  prefently  at  the  Harbour:  come  hither,  if  thioiife 
beeft  valiant,  fas  they  fay,  baf^  men  beijng  in  love,  have  then  a  Nobility  ia 
their  natures,  more  than  is  native  to  them^J-—- lift  me,  the  Lieutenant  ta 
night  watches  on  the  Court  of  Guard  :  fkft  I  ?^iHi  |^1  thee  thisi,  Ikjdemm'n 
diredUy  in  love  with  him;  ..jj>;  -.1:^1 

Rod.  With  him  ?  why  ^cis  not  poflihb-         . hlm^n  ^  ;>ni; 
Jag.  Lay  thy  finger  thus,  and  let  thy  Soul  be  iiiflrujftgd :  marfc  me,  witfe 
what  violence  Ihe  firft  lovM  the  Mooit^  but  for  b^^ggfeg^  and  telling  her  fan- 
taftical  lies  ^  and  will  (he  love  him  ftill  for  prating  f  let  not  thedifcreet  heart 
think  it.  Her  eye  muft  be  fed,  and  whas  delight  (hall  fhe  have  to  look  on  the 
Devil  ?  When  the  blood  is  made  dull  with  the  adt  of  fport,  there  fliould  be 
game  to  inflame  it,  and  give  faciety  a  frefh  appetite.     Lovelinefs  in  favour, 
fympathy  in  years,  manners,  and  beauties ;  all  which  the  Moor  is defedlrvc in: 
now  for  want  of  thefe  requir'd  conveniences,  her  delicate  tendcrnefs  will  &id 
her  felf  abus'd,  begin  to  heave  thegorge,difrelifli  and  abhor  the  Moor,  very  na- 
ture will  inftrud  her  to  it,  and  compel  her  to  fome  fecond  choice :  Now  Sir, 
this  granted,  as  it  is  moft  pregnant  and  unforced  pofition,  who  ftandsfoemirr 
nently  in  the  degree  of  this  fortune,  as  CaJJio  doQS  ?  a  Knave  very  voluble,  no 
farther  confcionable,  than  in  putting  on  the  meer  form  of  civil  and  humane 
feeming,  for  the  better  compailing  of  his  fait  and  mofl:  hidden  loofe  afFeftions : 
A  fubtle  flippery  Knave,  a  finder  out  of  occafions  ^  that  has  an  eye,  can  ftamp 
and  counterfeit  advantages,  tho'  true  advantage  never  prefent  it  felf.  Befides, 
the  Knave  is  handfomc,  young,  and  hath  all  thofe  requifites  in  him  that  folly 
and  green  minds  look  after :  a  peftilent  complect  Knave,  and  the  Woman  has 
found  him  already. 

Rod.  I  cannot  believe  that  in  her,  Ihe'sfullof  moft  bleft  condition. 
Jag.  Bleft,  figs-end  ;  the  wine  fhe  drinks  is  made  of  grapes :  if  flie  had  been 

bleft, 
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bleft,  (he  wcmld  never  have  Iov*d  the  Moor  r  Didll  thou  tot  Tee  her  paddK 
with  the  palm  of  his  hand  ?  didft  not  mark  that/ 
Rod,  Yes,  But  that  was  but  courtefie. 

Jag,  Lechery,  by  this  hand;  an  Index  and  obfcure  prologue  to  thcHiftory 
of  luftand  foul  thoughts :  they  met  fo  near  with  their  lips,  t-hat  their  breaths 
embracM  together,  villatious  thoughts  when  thefe  mutualities  fo  marflial  the 
way  5  hand  at  hand  comes  Roderigo^.  the  malkr  and  the  main  exercire,  the  in- 
corporate conclufion.  But  Sir,  oe  you  x\xVi  by  me,  I  have  bK)ught  you  from 
Venice  ^  watch  you  to  night,  for  command.  Pie  lay't  upon  you.  Caffio  knoM 
you  not,  I'le  not  be  far  from  you,,  do  you  find  fomeoccafion  to  anger  Caffio^ 
either  by  (peaking  too  loud,  or  tainting  his  difcipline,  or  from  what  other 
courfe  you  pleafe ;  which  the  time  (hall  more  favourable  minifter. 

Rod.  Well. 

Jag.  Sirheisrafh,  andvery  fudden  mcholler,  and  haply  with  this  Trun- 
cheon may  ftrikeat  you  provoke  him  that  he  may,  for  even  out  of  that,  will! 
caufe  thefe  of  Cyfrus  to  mutiny,  whofe  qualification  (hall  come  into  no  true  tafte 
again,  but  by  thedifplanting  of  Caffio  \  So  (hall  you  have  a  (horter  journey  to 
your  dcfires,  by  the  means  1  (hall  then  have  to  prefer  them,  and  the  impedi- 
ment molt  profitably  removed,  without  which  there  were  no  expeftation  of  our 
profpcrity. 

Rod.  I  will  do  this,  if  I  can  bringit  to  any  opportunityr 

Jag.  I  warrant  thee,  meet  me  by  and  by  at  the  Citadel^  I  muft  fetch  his 
necelfaries  a  (hore  ^Fare  wel. 

Rod.  Adieu.  {Exit. 

Jag.  That  Caffio  loves  her,  I  do  well  believe  it , 
That  (he  loves  him,  'tis  apt  and  of  ^reat  credit ; 
The  Moor  howbe'c,  that  I  endure  him  not, 
Is  of  a  conftant,  noble,  loving  nature, 
Andl  dare  think  he'll  prove  to  Defdemona 
A  moft  dear  Husband  j  now  I  do  love  her  too. 
Not  out  of  abfolute  luft,  (tho'  peradventorc 
I  ftand  accoraptant  for  as  great  a  fin  J 
But  partly  led  to  diet  my  revenge. 
For  that  I  do  fufpetl  the  luftful  Moor 
Hath  leapM  into  my  feat,  the  thought  whereof 
Doth  like  a  poyfonous  Mineral  gnaw  my  inwards 
And  nothing  can,  nor  (hall  content  my  Soul, 
Till  I  am  even'd  with  him,  wife  for  wife  j 
Or  failing  fo,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor, 
At  Icaft,  into  a  jealoufie  fo  ftrong. 
That  judgment  cannot  cure   which  thing  to  do. 
If  this  poor  trafli  ot  ^mcr;  •Whoml'tfacc, 
For  his  quick  hunting,  ftand  tfife'ptttmgon,- 
ric  have  our  Michael  Caffio  on  the  hip, 
Abufc  him  to  tl^e  Moor,  in  the  rank  garb, 
(Fori  fear  C4jj/;(),  with  my  nightrcap  too) 
Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  lotc  me;  and  ittrard  mc, 
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For  making  him  egregioufly  an  Afs^ 

And  praftifing  upon  his  peace  and  quiet^ 

Even  to  madnefs :  'tis  here,  but  yet  confus'd  ^ 

Knaveries  plain  face  is  never  feen,  till  us'd.  [^Exk. 

Enter  Othello's  Herauldy  reading  a  TrocUtnat'm. 

It  is  Othello^s  pleafure,  our  noble  and  valiant  General,  that  upon  certain  ti- 
dings now  arrived,  importing  the  meer  perdition  of  the  Tttrhfl)  Fleet  that 
every  man  put  himfelf  into  triumph  ^  fome  to  dance,  fome  make  Bonefires : 
each  man  to  what  fport  and  Revels  his  addidlion  leads  him  ^  for  befdcs  thefe 
beneficial  News,  it  is  the  celebration  of  his  Nuptials :  So  much  was  his  plea- 
fure  Ihould  be  proclaimed.  All  Offices  are  open,  ^nd  there  is  full  liberty ,fr6m 
this  prefenc  hour  of  five,  till  the  bell  hath  told  eleven*  Heaven  blefs  the  Iflc 
of  Cyprfis^  and  our  noble  General  Othello, 

£»^er  Othello,  Caffio,  WDefdemona. 

0th.  G  ood  Michael^  look  you  to  the  G  uard  to  night. 
Let's  teach  our  felves  that  honourable  ftop. 
Not  to  out-fport  difcretion. 

Caf,  jago  hathdireftion  what  to  do  •* 
But  notwithftanding,  with  my  perfonal  eye  _ 
Will  I  look  to  it.  '  ' r 

0th,  y^^oismofthonell.  .  .  ^..^.r.^  ^  '  o 

^/cW/ good  night,  tomorrow  with  your  eavli€;(t,,pji,:  f''--r|  .370;  ..rft  V;  , 
Let  me  have  fpeech  with  you  come  my  degr.)ove,^  {  ^3  7wM  t-oM  "-Ay 
The  purchace  made,  the  fruits  are  to  enfije,,,. ,         .  ri' „      ,.5  ~  . 
'  That  profit's  yet  to  come  'twixt  me  ^m:^:^'^^^^!^  \ 

Good  night.  .  ;,;!ovoi  Ob  I  wr^n  X  hkvAmH  7R^b  ^Oorr'^ 

Emrjgigo. 

Caf.  Welcome  J^^o,  we  muft  to  the  watch.  .r  ':  ..1,  .;;  ^; 

Jag,  Not  thishour  Lieutenant, 'tis  not  yet  ten  a  Clock:  our  Generi'lcaft 
us  thus  early  for  the  love  of  his  Defdemmay  vyho  therefore  let  us  not  blame,  b? 
hath  not  yet  made  wanton  the  night  with  her ;  and  flie  is  fport  for  "jove. 
Caf,  She  is  a  moll  exquifite  Lady. 
Jag.  And  I'le  warrant  her  full  of  game. 
Caf  Indeed  (he  is  a  moft  frefh  and  delicate  creature. 
Jag,  What  an  eye  (he  has? 
Methinks  ic  founds  a  parly  of  provocation. 
Caf  An  inviting  eye,  and  yet  metliinJis  r4||jt;^ii1o4eft.; 
Jag  And  when  (he  (peaks'tis  an  A^aV^.tojpy^';;,-^  '.giiiinu:!  riornp  M  lol  ' 
Caf  She  is  indeed  perfeaion.  ;     ;  ^  i        "  '1 

Jag,  Well,  happinefs  to  their  (heet§-r=~|^pme  lyieute^ 
of  Wine,  and  here  without  is  a  brace  of  Q/fn^J  Gallants  that  would  fain 
have  a  meafure  to  the  healtfeof  ttie^^lgf;^  ^  ;  - 

-  ^ ,      ■  Caft 
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Caf.  Not  to  night,  goodj^^o:  I  have  very  poor  and  unhappy  brains  for 
drinking :  I  could  well  wifh  courtefie  would  invent  fome  other  cuftora  of  en- 
tertainment. 

Jag.  O  they  are  our  friends,  but  one  cup :  Pie  drink  for  you. 

Caf  I  ha*  drunk  but  one  cup  to  night,and  that  was  craftily  qualified  too,and, 
behold  what  innovacion  it  makes  here  •  I  am  unfortunate  in  the  infirmity,  and 
dare  not  task  my  weaknefs  with  any  more. 

Jag,  Whatman,  'tis  a  night  of  Revels,  the  Gallants  defire  k. 

Caf,  Where  are  they  ? 

Jag.  Here  at  the  door,  I  pray  you  call  them  in. 

Caf  Pie  do't,  but  it  diflikes  me.  [Exit, 

Jag,  If  1  can  fallen  but  one  cup  upon  him. 
With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to  night  already. 
He'll  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  offence. 
As  my  young  Millrefs  dog : — Nay  my  fick  fool  Roderigo^ 
(Whom  love  has  turn'd  almoft  the  wrong  fide  outward) 
To  Defdemofia^  hath  to  night  carouft 
Potation  poule  deep,  and  he's  to  watch  * 
Three  Lads  of  Cyprus^  noble  fwelling  fpirits 
That  hold  their  honour  in  a  wary  diftance. 
The  very  Elements  of  this  war-like  Ifle, 
Have  I  to  night  fiuftred  with  flowing  cups. 
And  the  watch  too :  now  'mongft;  this  flock  of  drunkards, 
I  am  to  put  our  Cafio  in  fome  aftion 

That  may  offend  the  lile :  [^E?jter  Montanio,  CaQio, 

But  here  they  come  :  and  others. 

If  confequence  do  but  approve  my  dream. 
My  boat  fails  freely,  both  with  wind  and  ftream. 
CaJ.  Fore  God  they  have  given  me  a  roufe  already. 
Morj.  Good  faith  a  little  one,  not  pait  a  pint, 
As  I  am  a  Soldier. 
Jag,  Some  wine  ho: 

j^nd  let  tne  the  Cannih^n  clink^  cl'wk^^ 
'    jind  let  me  the  Cannikin  citnk^^  clinkji 
A  Souldkr'^s  a  man^  a  lift^s  hut  a  fpan^ 
Why  thtn  let  a  Souldier  drinks — Some  wine  boys. 
Caf  Fore  heaven  an  excellent  fong. 

Jag.  I  learnM  it  in  Enojcind^  where  indeed  they  are  moft  potent  in  potting: 
your  Dane :  your  Cerwan^  and  your  fwag-bellicd  Hollander^  (drink  ho, J  are 
nothing  to  your  EngliJJj. 

Caf  Is  your  Englijl)  man  fo  exquifitc  in  his  drinking.^ 

Jag.  Why,  he  drinks  you  with  facility,  your /li;/^  dc.^cl  drunk  :  he  fwcnrs 
not  to  overthrow  your  Almatn-^  he  gives  your  Hall.n.viar  a  vomit,  c^  c  the 
next  pottle  can  be  filPd. 

Caf,  To  the  health  of  our  General. 

Mon.  1  am  for  it  Lieutenant,  and  I  will  c!o  von  inPi  c. 

Jag.  O  fwcet  England  
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King  Scephen  vpa^  and  a  worthy  Peer^ 

His  breeches  cofi  him  bkt  a  Crown ^ 

He  he  Id'*  em  Jix-pence  all  too  dear^ 

With  that  hd  called  the  Taylor  lown  j 

He  was  a  Wight  of  high  Renown^ 

And  thou  art  but  of  low  degree^ 

^Tis  fride  that  fulls  the  Country  down^ 

Then  take  thine  auld  clol^  about  thee.-,  Some  wine  ho. 

Caf.  Why,  this  is  a  moi  e  exquifite  Song  than  the  other. 
Jag,  Will  you  hear'c  again  ? 

Caf  No,  for  I  hold  him  unworthy  of  his  place,  that  does  thofe  things  well, 
Heaven's  above  all,  and  there  be  fouls  that  muft  be  faved. 
Jag.  It  is  true,  good  Lieutenant. 

Caf,  For  mine  own  part,  no  offence  to  the  General,  nor  any  man  of  quali- 
ty, I  hope  to  be  faved. 
Jag.  And  fo  do  I,  Lieutenant. 

Caf  I,  but  by  your  leave,  not  before  me  ^  the  Lieutenant  is  to  be  faved  be- 
fore the  Ancient.  Let's  ha'  no  more  of  this,  let's  to  our  affairs :  forgive  us  our 
fins:  Gentlemen,  let's  look  to  our  bufinefs  :  do  not  think  Gentlemen  i  am 
drunk,  this  is  my  Ancient,  this  is  my  right  hand,  and  this  is  ray  left  hand:  I 
am  not  drunk  now,  I  can  itand  well  enough,  and  fpeak  well  enough. 

AIL  Excellent  well. 

Caf  Why  very  well  then  :  you  mufl  not  think  then  that  I  am  drunk.  Z^xh, 

Mon.  To  the  platform  Mafters.  Come  let's  fet  the  watch. 

Jag.  You  fee  this  fellow  that  is  gone  before, 
He  is  a  Souldier  fit  to  ftand  by  C^far^ 
And  give  direftion :  and  do  but  fee  his  vice  5 
'Tis  to  his  virtue  a  jufl  equinox. 
The  one's  as  long  as  th'  other  :  'tis  pity  of  him> 
I  fear  the  truft  Othello  put  him  in, 
On  fome  odd  time  of  his  infirmity. 
Will  fhake  this  Ifland. 

Mon.  But  is  he  often  thus  ? 

Jag.  'Tis  evermore  the  Prologue  to  his  fleep. 
He'll  watch  the  horolodge  a  double  fetj 
If  drink  rock  not  his  cradle. 

Mo-n,  'Twere  well  the  General  were  put  in  mind  of  it. 
Perhaps  he  fees  it  not,  or  his  good  nature 
Praifes  the  virtue  that  appears  in  Ca^io-y 
And  looks  not  on  his  evils :  is  not  this  true  ^ 

J^^g,  How  now,  Roderigo^  Bntir  Ko^mgo. 

I  pray  you  after  the  Lieutenant  go.  {JBxit  Rod. 

And 'tis  great  pity  that  the  noble  Moor 
Should  hazard  fuch  a  place,  as  his  own  iecond. 
With  one  of  an  ingraft  infirmity  : 
It  were  an  honeft  action  to  fay  fo  to  the  Moor. 
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Ja^.  Not  I,  for  this  fair  Ifland : 
IdoloveC^jJ^awell,  and  would  domach 
To  cure  him  of  this  evil :  but  hark,  what  noife. 

^ter  Caffio,  driw^  ih  Roderigo. 

Caf.  You  rogue,  you  rafcal. 
Mon.  What's  the  i^atter.  Lieutenant  ? 
Caf.  A  knave,  teaeh  me  my  duty :  but  Pfe  beat  the  knave 
bottle. 
Rod.  Beat  me  ? 
Caf.  Doft  thou  prate,  Rogue  ? 

Good  Lieutenant  ^  pray  Sir  hold  your  hand. 
Caf.  Let  me  go  Sir,  or  I'll  knock  you  o're  the  mazzard. 
M)^.  Gome,  come,  you  are  drunk. 
Caf  Drunk  ? 

Jag.  Away  I  fay,  go  out,  and  cry  a  mutiny. 
Nay  good  Lieutenant  ^  GodVwill  Gentlemen, 
Help  ho^  Lieutenant:  Sir,  Momanio^  Sir, 
Help  Mafters,  here's  a  goodly  watch  indeed  : 

Who's  that  that  rings  the  Bell  ?  Diablo  ho^ 

The  Town  will  rife,  fie,  fie.  Lieutenant  hold. 
You  will  be  fliamM  for  ever. 

Enter  Othellp,  and  Gentlemen  with  weapons. 

0th,  What's  the  matter  here? 
Mon.  Ibleedflill,  I  am  hurt  to  the  death.  Y^Ht  f^ims^ 

0th.  Hold  for  your  lives. 

Jag.  Hold,  hold  Lieutenant,  Sir  Montanloy  Gentlemen, 
Have  you  forgot  all  place  of  fence  and  duty  : 
Hold,  the  General  fpeaks  to  you*,  hold,  hold,  forfhame. 

0th.  Why  how  now  ho,  from  whence  arifes  this  ? 
Are  we  tnrn'd  Turks and  to  our  fclves  do  that. 
Which  Heaven  has  forbid  the  Ottonntes^ 
For  Chriftian  (hame,  put  by  this  barbarous  brawl  j 
He  that  ftirs  next,  to  carve  for  his  own  rage. 
Holds  his  foul  light,  he  dyes  upon  his  motion : 
Silence  that  dreadful  Bell,  it  frights  the  Ille 
From  her  propriety    what's  the  matter  mafters  ? 
Honed  JVe^o,  that  looks  dead  with  grieving. 
Speak,  who  began  this,  on  thy  love  I  charge  thee. 

Jag.  I  do  not  know,  friends  all  but  now,  evcnnw, 
Incjuartcr,  and  in  terms,  like  bride  and  groom, 
Digefting  them  to  bed,  and  then  but  now, 
(As if  fome Planet  had  unwitccd  men,) 
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into  a  wicker 

[They  fight  i 
lExit  Rod. 

A  hell  rings. 
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Swords  out,  and  tilting  one  at  others  breaft. 
In  oppofition  bloody.    I  cannot  fpeak 
VVny  beginning  to  this  peevifli  odds^ 
And  would,  in  aftion  glorious,  I  had  loft 
Thofe  legs  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it. 

0th,  How  came  it  Mtchaely  you  were  thus  forgot  ? 

Caf.  1  pray  you  pardon  mc,  I  cannot  fpeak. 

0th.  Worthy  MomaniOf  you  were  wont  to  be  civil. 
The  gravity  ^d  ftilnefs  of  your  youth 
The  world  hath  noted  ^  and  your  name  is  great 
In  mouths  of  wifeft  cenfure.   What's  the  matter 
That  you  unlace  your  reputation  thus. 
And  fpend  your  rich  opinion,  for  the  name 
Of  a  night  brawler  ?  give  me  anfwer  to't  ? 

Mon.  Worthy  Othello^  I  am  hurt  to  danger. 
Your  Officer  Jago  can  inform  you. 
While  I  fpaie  fpeech,  which  fomething  now  offends  n 
Of  all  that  I  do  know,  nor  know  I  ought 
By  me  that's  faid  or  done  amifs,  this  nighty 
Unlefs  felf  charity  be  fometime  a  vice. 
And  to  defend  our  felves  it  be  a  fin. 
When  violence  aflails  us. 

Oth,  Now  by  Heaven 
My  blood  begins  my  fafer  guides  to  rule. 
And  paffion  having  my  belt  judgment  cool'd, 
Aflays  to  lead  the  way :  If  once  I  ftir. 
Or  do  but  life  this  Arm,  the  beft  of  you 
Shall  fink  in  my  rebuke :  give  me  to  know 
How  this  foul  rout  began,  who  fet  it  on. 
And  he  that  is  approvM  in  this  offence  ^ 
Tho"*  he  had  twina'd  with  me,  both  at  a  birth. 
Shall  lofe  me  ^  what,  in  a  Town  of  War, 
Yet  wild,  the  peoples  hearts  brim  ful-1  of  fear. 
To  mannage  private  and  domeftick  quarrels, 
In  night  and  on  the  Court  and  guard  of  fafety  ? 
'Tis  monllrous.    Jago^  who  began  ? 

Mon,  If  partiality  aTign^d,  or  league  in  office. 
Thou  doft  deliver  more  or  lefs-  than  truth, 
Thou  art  no  Souldier. 

Jag.  Touch  me  not  fo  near, 
I  had  rather  ha'  this  tongue  out  of  my  mouth. 
Than  ic  fhould  do  offence  to  Michael  Cafflo-^ 
Yet  I  perfvvade  my  felf  to  fpeak  the  truth 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him.    Thus  it  is,  General  :• 
Montanio  and  my  felf  being  in  fpeech, 
There  comes  a  fellow,  crying  out  for  help, 
And  C^fo  following  him  wiih  determia'd  fword. 
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To  execute  upon  him :  Sir  this  Gentleman 

Steps  into  Cayio^  and  intreats  his  paufe  : 

My  felf  the  crying  fellow  did  purfue. 

Left  by  his  clamor,  as  it  fo  fell  out, 

The  Town  might  fall  in  fright :  he  fwift  of  foot. 

Out-ran  my  porpofe*,  and  I  return  the  rather. 

For  that  I  heard  the  clink  and  fall  of  fwords ; 

And  Ca[fio  high  in  oath,  which  till  to  night, 

I  ne're  might  fay  before  :  when  I  came  back, 

For  this  was  brief,  I  found  them  clofe  together. 

At  blow  and  thruft,  even  as  agen  they  were. 

When  you  your  felf  did  part  them. 

More  of  this  matter  can  I  not  report. 

But  men  are  men,  the  beft  fometimes  forget : 

Tho'  Caffio  did  fome  little  wrong  to  him. 

As  men  in  rage  ftrike  thofe  that  wifh  them  beft  *, 

Yet  furely  Cajfio^  I  believe  receiv'd 

From  him  that  fled  fome  ftrange  indignity, 

.Which  patience  could  not  pals. 

0th.  I  know,  Jago-, 
Thy  honefty  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter. 
Making  it  light  to  Caffio :  Caffio^  I  love  thee, 
But  never  more  be  Officer  of  mine. 
Look  if  my  gentle  Love  be  not  raisM  up, 

EnHr  Defdemona,  with  others. 

Pfe  make  thee  an  example. 

Def,  What's  the  matter  ? 

0th.  All's  well  now  fweeting* 
Gome  away  to  bed :  Sir,  for  your  hurts. 
My  felf  will  be  your  Surgeon  \  lead  him  off*, 
y^go^  look  with  care  about  the  Town, 
And  filence  thofe  whom  this  vile  braul  diftrafted. 
Come  Defdemona^  'tis  the  Souldiers  life. 
To  have  their  balmy  flumbers  wak'd  with  ftrife. 

Jag*  What,  are  you  hurt.  Lieutenant  ? 

E^itMoor^  Defdcmona,  W  Attendant 

Caf.  I,  pall  all  Surgery. 
Jag,  Marry  Heaven  forbid. 

Caf,  Reputation,  reputation,  ho  I  loft  my  reputation 
I  ha'  loft  the  immortal  part  Sir  of  ray  felf. 
And  what  remains  is  bcftial,  my  reputation, 
Jago^  my  reputation. 
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Jag,  As  I  am  an  honefl:  man,  I  thought  you  had  received  foftie  bodily 
wound,  there  is  more  offence  in  that,  than  in  Reputation  :  reputation  is  an 
idle  and  moftfalfe  impofition,  oft  got  without  merit,  and  loft  without  de- 
ferving :  You  have  loft  no  reputation  at  all,  unlefs  you  repute  your  felffuch  a 
lofer;  what  man,  there  are  w^ays  to  recover  the  General  agen:  you  are  but 
nowcaft  in  his  mood,  a  punifhment  more  in  policy,  than  in  malice,  even  fo 
as  one  would  beat  his  offencelefs  dog,  to  affright  an  imperious  Lion :  fue  to 
him  again,  and  he's  yours. 

Caf.  I  will  rather  fue  to  be  defpis'd,  than  to  deceive  lb  good  a  Commander 
with  fo  light,  fo  drunken,  and  difcreet  an  Officer.  Drunk  ?  and  fpeak  parrat  ?  . 
and  fquabble,  fwagger,  fwear  ?  and  difcourfe  fuftian  with  ones  own  (haddowy 
O  thou  invinfible  fpirit  of  wine,  if  thou  hafte  no  name  to  be  known  by,  let 
us  call  thee  Devil. 

Ja^.  What  was  he  that  you  followed  v^ith  your  fword  ? 
What  had  he  done  to  you  ? 

Caf.  I  know  not. 

Jag.  Is't  poffible  ? 

Caf.  I  remember  a  mafs  of  things,  but  nothing  diftindHly  j  aquarrely  but 
nothing  wherefore.  O  that  men  ftiould  put  ati  enemy  in  their  mouths^  to 
fteal  away  their  brains^  that  we  fhould  with  joy  revel,  pleafufe^  and  applaule,- 
transform  our  felves  into  beafts.     *  '    '  \^  -^^^^ ^ -'  -2^  '■' 

Jag,  Why,  but  you  are  now  wefl'etitiiSgft  I'ltew'caftie  fou  tKus  retovjirdc  r 
Caf  It  hath  pleasM  the  devil  drunkennefs,  to  give  place  to  tlie  devilf  - 
wrath ;  one  unperfeftnefs  fhews  n^e  another,  to  make  me  frankly  defpife 
my  feif 

Jag,  Come,  you  are  too  fevere  a  momkr  as  the  time,  the  place,  the  con- 
dition of  this  Country  ftands,  I  could  heartily  wifh  this  had  not  fo  befaln  j 
but  fince  it  is  as  it  is,  mend  it  for  your  own  good. 

Caf,  I  will  ask  him  for  my  place  again,  he  fhall  tell  ifie  I  am  a  drunkard  ; 
had  1  as  many  months  as  Hydra-,  fuch  an  anfwer  would  ftop  'em  all  •,  to  be  now 
a  fenfible  man,  by  and  by  a  fool,  and  prefently  a  beaft  :  every  inordinste  cup 
is  unbleft,  and  the  ingredience  is  a  devil. 

Jag.  Com€,  come,good  wine  is  a  good  familiar  creature,  if  it  be  well  us'd  \ 
exclaim  no  more  againft  it  ^  and  good  Lieutenant,  I  think  you  think  I  love 
you. 

Caf.  I  have  well  approvM  it.  Sir,  1  drunk  } 

Jag.  You,  or  any  man  living  may  be  drunk  at  fome  time,  man :  I'le  tell 

you  what  you  fhall  do,  our  Generals  wife  is  now  the  Genef^l  ^  I  may  fay 

fo  in  this  refped:,  for  that  he  has  devoted  and  given  up  himfelf  to  the  contem- 
plation, mark  and  devotement  of  her  parts  and  graces.  Confefs  your  felf 
freely  to  her,  importune  her,  fhe'll  help  to  put  you  into  your  place  again  : 
flie  is  fo  free,  fo  kind,  fo  apt,  fo  blefled  a  difpofition,  that  (he  holds  it  a 
vice  in  her  goodnefs,  not  to  do  more  than  ftie  is  requefted.  This  broken 
joint,  between  you  and  her  husband,  intreat  her  tofplinter,  and  my  fortunes 
againft  any  lay,  worth  naming,  this  crack  of  your  love  fliall  grow  ftrong^r 
than  'twas  before. 

Caf  You  advife  me  well. 
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Jag.  I  proteft  in  the  Cncerky  of  love  and  honeft  kindflcfs. 

Caf,  I  think  it  freely,  and  betimes  in  the  morriiDg,  will  I  befeech  the  vir- 
tuous Defdemona^  to  undertake  for  me  ^  I  am  defperate  of  my  fortunes  if  they 
check  me  here. 


Good  night,  Lieutenant,  I  muft  to  the  watch. 
Caf,  Good  night  honeft  Jago, 
Jag.  And  what's  he  then,  that  fays  I  play  the  villain^ 
When  this  advice  is  free  1  give>  a^d  honeft, 
Probal  to  thinking,  and  indeed  the  courfe 
To  win  the  Moor  agen  ?  For  'tis  moft  cafie 
The  iHclining  Defdemona  to  iubdue  \ 
In  any  honeft  fuit  fhe's  fram'd  as  fruitful. 
As  the  free  Elements ;  and  then  for  her 
To  win  the  Moor,  wer't  to  renounce  his  baptifn  . 
All  feals  and  fyi?^)Qls  of  re^eeijied  fin, 
His  foul  is  fo  infetter'd  to  her  love, 
That  flie  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  fhe  lift, 
Even  as  her  appetite  (hall  play  the  god 
With  his  weak  funftion :  how  am  I  then  a  villain. 
To  counfel  Cajp.o  to  this  parallel  courfe, 
Direftly  to  his  good  ?  divinity  of  hell. 
When  devils  will  their  blackeft  fins  put  on, 
They  do  fuggeft  at  firft  with  heavenly  fliews, 
As  I  do  now  ^  for  whilft  this  honeft  fool 
Plys  Defdemona  to  repair  his  fortunes  : 
And  flie  for  him  pleads  ftrongly  to  the  Moor  j 
rie  pour  this  peftilence  into  his  ear. 
That  flie  repeals  him  for  her  bodies  luft  ; 
And  by  how  much  flie  ftrives  to  do  him  good, 
She  fliall  undo  her  credit  with  the  Moor  j 
So  will  I  turn  hervertue  into  pitch. 
And  out  of  her  own  goodnefs,  make  the  net 

That  ftiall  enmefli  them  all :  XEnter  Roderigo. 

How  now  Roderigo  ? 

Rod.  I  do  follow  here  in  the  chafe,  not  like  abound  that  hunts,  but  one  that 
fills  up  the  cry:  my  money  is  al  moft  fpent,  I  ha' been  to  night  exceedingly 
well  cudgel'd^  I  think  the  ifliie  will  be,  I  ftiall  have  fo  much  experience 
for  my  pains,  andfono  money  at  all,  and  with  a  little  more  wit  return  to. 
Femce, 

Jag.  How  poor  are  they  that  have  not  patience 
What  wound  did  ever  heal  bnt  by  degrees  ? 
Thou  knoweft  we  work  by  wit,  and  not  by  witchcraft, 
And  wit  depends  on  dilatory  time. 
Does  not  go  well  ?  Ca[fio  has  beaten  thee, 
And  thou,  by  that  fmall  hurt,  hath  cafliier'd 
Tho'  other  things  grow  fair  againft  the  fijn, 
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Yet  fruits  that  bloffom  firft,  will  firll  be  ripe ; 
Content  thy  felf  a  while-,  by  th' mafs 'tis  morning  ; 
Pleafure,  and  adion,  make  the  hours  fecm  fliort: 
Retire  thee,  go  where  thou  art  billitted  ; 
Away  I  fay,  thou  (halt  know  more  hereafter : 
Nay  get  thee  gone :  Some  things  are  to  be  done, 
My  wife  mufl  move  for  Cajfio  to  her  Miftrefs, 
rie  fet  her  on. 

My  felf  a  while,  to  draw  the  Moor  apart. 
And  bring  him  jump,  when  he  may  CaJfio  find, 
Solliciting  his  wife  :  I,  that's  the  way, 

Duirnot  devife  by  coldnefs  and  delay.  {Exeunt. 


Adus  Tertius,  Scoena  prima. 


Enter  Caflio,  with  Muficians. 

Caf,  \iT Afters  play  here,  I  will  content  your  pain^, 

IVl  Something  that's  brief,  and  bid  good  morrow  General. 

They  flay^  and  enter  the  Clown. 

Clo.  Why  Matters,  ha'  your  Inftruments  been  at  Nafks^  that  they  fpeak 
i'th'  nofe  thus? 

Boy.  How  Sir,  how  ? 
^  Clo.  Arethefel  pray,  call'd  wind  Inftruments? 

Boy.  I  marry  are  they,  Sir. 

Clo.  O  thereby  hangs  a  tail. 

Boy.  Whereby  hangs  a  tail  Sir  f 

Clo,  Marry  Sir,  by  many  a  wind  Inftrument  that  I  know.  But  Matters, 
here's  money  for  you,  and  the  General  fo  likes  your  mufick,  that  he  defires 
you  for  Jovesfake,  to  make  no  more  noife  with  it. 

Boy.  Well  Sir,  we  will  not. 

Clo.  If  you  have  any  mufick  thatmay  not  be  heard,  to't  again  •,  but  as  they 
fay,  to  hear  mufick,  the  General  does  not  greatly  care. 

Boy.  We  ha'  none  fuch.  Sir.  . 

Clo.  Then  put  your  pipes  in  your  bag,  for  I'le  away  *,  go  vanilh  mto 
air,  away. 

Caf.  Doft  thou  hear  my  honeft  friend? 
Clo.  No,  I  hear  not  your  honeft  friend,  I  hear  you. 
Caf,  Pretheekeep  up  thy  quallets,  there's  a  poor  piece  of  gold  for  thee: 
If  the  Gentlewoman  that  attends  the  Generars  wife  be  ftirring^teli  her  there's 

one  Ca(Uo  entreats  her  a  liitle  favour  of  fpeech  wilt  thou  do  this  f 

^  "  Clo. 
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Cld.  She  is ftirring,  Sir,  if  fhe  willftir  hither,  I  (halifecmto  notific  unto 
fier.  .  Enter  Jago. 

Caf.  Do,  good  my  friend :  In  happy  time,  Jago,  {Exit  Clown. 

Jag,  You  ha' not  been  abed  then? 

Caf,  Why  no,  the  day  had  broke  before  we  parted  ; 
I  ha'  made  bold,  Jago^  to  fend  in  to  your  wife, — my  fuit  to  her 
Is>  that  (he  will  to  vertuous  Defdemona 
Procure  me  fome  accefs. 

Jag.  Pie  fend  her  to  you  prefently. 
And  I'le  devife  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moor 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  converfe  and  buflnefs 

May  be  more  freer  ,  X^Exit, 

Caf,  I  humbly  thank  you  for't :  I  never  knew 
A  Eloremtne  more  kind  and  honeft. 

Ef2ter  Emillia, 

Em,  Good  morrow,  good  Lieutenant,  I  aiji  forry 
For  your  difpleafure,  but  all  will  foon  be  well^ 
The  General  and  his  wife  are  talking  of  it. 
And  flie  fpeaks  for  you  ftoutly :  the  Moor  replies, 
That  he  you  hurt  is  of  great  fame  in  Cyfras^ 
And  great  affinity,  and  that  in  wholfome  wifdom 
He  might  not  but  refufe    but  he  protefts  he  loves  you^ 
And  needs  no  other  futor  but  his  likings. 
To  take  the  fafeft  occafion  by  the  front. 
To  bring  you  in  again. 

Caf  Yet  I  befeech  you, 
If  you  think  fit,  or  that  it  may  be  done. 
Give  me  advantage  of  fome  brief  difcourfe 
With  Befdemona  alone. 

Em.  Pray  you  come  in, 
1  will  beftow  you  where  you  fhall  have  time 
To  fpeak  your  bofome  freely. 

C'af  1  am  much  bound  to  you.  .  {E^'M, 

£«r^r  Othello,  Jago,  a72d  other  Cmlemcfi, 

0th.  Thefc  letters  give,  Jago^  to  the  Pilot, 
And  by  him  do  my  duties  to  the  State  : 
That  done  I  will  be  walking  to  the  works. 
Repair  there  to  me. 

Jag.  Well  my  good  Lord,  Tie  do't. 

0th.  This  fortification  Gentlemen,  (hall  wc  fce't 

Cent,  Wc  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip.  {Exm::. 
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Enter  Defclemona,  Caffio  and  Emillia. 

Bef.  Be  thou  affur'd,  good  Cajfw^  t  wilf  dto 
All  my  abilides  in  thy  behalf. 

Em.  Good  Madam  do,  I  know  it  grieves  my  Husband, 
As  if  the  cafe  were  his. 

Bef,  O  that's  an  honeft  fellow     — do  not  doubt,  Caffio.^ 
But  1  will  have  ray  Lord  and  you  again. 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Caf,  Bounteous  Madam, 
What  ever  fliall  become  of  Adichael  Caffio^ 
He's  never  any  thing  but  your  true  fervant. 

Bef,  O  Sir,  I  thank  you,  you  do  love-  my  Lord : 
You  have  known  him  long,  and  be  you  well  alTur'd^ 
He  fliall  in  ftrangeft,  ftand  no  farther  off, 
Than  in  a  politick  diftance. 

Caf,  I  but  Lady,       *     .  c 
That  policy  may  either  lalb  ft)loj^^  ... 
Or  feed  upon  fuch  nice  and  ^wattriSl  '^iet,  ?ifl  bcs 

Or  breed  it  felf,  fo  out-'bf  "dreufEfflaricei  • 
That  I  being  abfent,  and  my-  place  fupplied,^ 
My  General  will  forget  my  love  and  fervice. 

Bef.  Do  not  doubt  that,  before  Emiltia  here, 
I  give  thee  warrant  of  ihy  place :  afliire  thee^ 
if  I  do  vow  a  friendfhip,  I'le  perform  it 
To  the  laft:  Article  :  my  Lord  fliall  never  reft, 
I'ie  watch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  of  patience  j 
His  bed  fliall  feem  a  School,  his  boord  a  Ihrift, 
Pie  intermingle  every  thing  he  does. 
With  C/?j/zo'j  fuit-,  therefore  be  merry,  Cajfio^ 
For  thy  Soliciter  fliall  rather  die, 
Than  give  thy  caufe  away. 

Enter  Othello,  Jago,  and  GtntUmcn, 

Em,  Madam,  here  comes  my  Lord. 
Cdf.  Madam,  Pie  take  my  leave. 
Bef,  Nay  ftay,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 
Caf  Madam  not  now,  I  am  very  ill  at  eafe, 
Unfit  for  mine  own  purpofe. 
Bef,  Well,  do  your  difcretion. 
Jag,  Ha,  I  like  not  that. 
Oth,  What  doft  thou  lay  ? 

Jag,  Nothing  my  Lord,  or  if,  -I  know  not  what. 

Oth.  Was  not  that  Caffio  parted  from  my  Wife  ? 
Jag,  Caffio^  my  Lord?-- — --no  fure,  I  cannot  think  it, 
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That  he  would  Ileal  away  fo  guilty-like,  n  v 

Seeing  you  coming.  y :  . 

Or/?.  I  do  believe  'twas  he. 

Def.  How  now,  my  Lord, 
I  have  been  talking  with  a  Suitor  here,  ... 
A  man  that  languifties  in  your  diQ)lcafurcc*r§  „3s.b  rioa^' 

0th,  Who  is't  you  mean?         i.         v  :r  i:;^;* 

l^e/:  Why,  your  Lieutenant  C'afiby  good  ^  Imdy,  . 
If  I  have  any  grace  or  power  to  move :  yp»,  .  ^;\^C1  L 
Hisprefent  reconciliation  take  :      1  l  ji  cd  f^:n 

For  if  he.  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  yoM^ibado  rne  I  : 
That  errs  in  ignorance,  and  not  ini^cHnmogiq  ^ri::377/  7  :oUij7^ 
I  have  no  judgment  in  an  honeft  face,  •: ;  I  ;  c^rlw  bus 
I  prithee  call  him  back. 

0th.  Went  he  hence  now  ? 

^ef.  Yes  faitk,  fo  humbled,  ^-  ^         j...  jlu 

That  he  has  left  part  of  bis  griefs  with  iHiJsv  r?^-':^  l^t.^V^xv^v  biU 
To  fufFer  with  him:  good  Love  call  him  back.  -\  irjov.  lo  won"'^ 

0th,  Not  now,  fweet  De/iafewo;?^,  Tome  other  time. 

Bef,   But  fliall't  be  (hortly  J 

0th,  The  fooner  fweet  for  you. 

Def.  Shall't  be  to  night  at  Supper  f 

0th.  No,  not  to  nigStl  i 

X>f/  To  morrow  dinner  then  ?'        j^^wj^d  jnsw  f  .. 

O/^.  I  lhall  not  dine  at  home, 
I  ireet  the  Captains  at  the  Cittadel. 

Def.  Why  then  to  morrow  night,  or  Tucfday  morn^- 
On  TuelHay  morn,  or  night,  or  Wednefday  morn,  ■  . 
1  prithee  name  the  time,  but  let  it  not      ^  'oi 
Exceed  three  days:   faith  he's  penitent.               J  flcb 
And  yet  his  trefpafs  in  our  common  reafon, 
(Save  that  they  fay,  the  Wars  muft  make  Examplc>\ 
Out  of  her  beftj  is  not  almoft  a  fault, 
To  incur  a  private  check  :  when  fhall  hcsow  } 
Tell  me,  Othello:  I  wonder  in  my  foul 
What  you  could  ask  me,  that  I .  fhould  deny  ? 
Or  ftand  fo  mamm'ring  on     What  Michael:  Caffio  r 
That  came  a  wooing  with  you,  and  fo  many,  a  time 
When  I  have  fpoke  of  you  difpraifmgly. 
Hath  tane  your  pirt,  to  have  fo  much  to  do,; 
To  bring  him  in  ?  Truft  xviC^^'i  rouid  do  niugh^n  

Orh.  Prithee  no  more,  let  him  come  v;hcn  he  will, 
1  will  deny  thcc  nothing. 

Dtf  Why  this  is  not  a  boon, 
'Tis  as  I  Ihould  intrcat  yo(i  wear  your  gloves  : 
Or  feed  on  nourifhing'diflhcsi  or  I c-r  "-  i  virin. 
Or  fue  to  you,  to  do  a  peculiar  pr(. 
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To  your  own  perfon:  nay,  when  I  have  a  fuit^ 

Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  love  indeed,  : 

]t  (hall  be  full  of  poife  and  difScult  weight, 

And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

0th.  I  will  deny  thee  nothing, 
Whereon  1  do  befeech  thee  grant  me  this, 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  my  felf. 

£>e/.  Shall  I  deny  you  ?  no,  farewel  ray  Lord. 

0th.  Farewel  my  De/demona^  I'le  come  to  thee  ftraight. 

Def.  Emiiliay  come,  be  it  as  your  fancies  teach  you.  < 
What  e're  you  be  I  am  obedienu/  c  >vol  yiu  ij  .rri    Z^xemt  D^,  and  Em. 

0th.  Excellent  wretch,  perdition  catch  my  foul. 
But  I  do  love  thee,  and  when  I  loye  thee  not 
Ghaos  is  come  again. 

Jag.  My  noble  Lord. 

0th.  What  doft  thou  fay,  Jago  ? 

Jag.  Did  Michael  Caffio  when  you  wooed  my  L^dy,:,  . 
Know  of  your  Love  ?  :  - 

0th.  He  did  from  firft  to  l^fl: :  Why  doft  thou  .ask  h 

Jag.  But  for  a  fatisfadlion  of  my  thought, 
No  further  harm. 

0th.  Why  of  thy  thought,  Jago} 

Jag.  I  did  not  think  he  had  been  acquainted  with  tier*'  :    ;  ja  toV; 
0th.  Oyesj  and  went  between  us  very.. offc  •  .  :[>  v^q-norn 
Jag.  Indeed  f  :   >         -jiS   -  •  • 

0th.  Indeed?  I  indeed,  defcern'ft'  thou  ought jin  that? 
Is  he  not  honeft/"^-  ' ^  '  ^  .  >     n  r>i  r.^fi  r  ^»fi 

Jag.  Honeft,  my  LcM-d  ?   .  fi^^&irHoneftiitJnli^^ft. 
Jag.  My  Lord,  for  ought  I  know.          .  .rV.  id-^  oj-np.. 

0th,  What  doft  thou  think;'  "  *  ^  : 

Jag.  Think,  ray  Lord  ? 

0th.  Think  my  Lord  ?  why  doft  thou  eccho  me^ 
As  if  there -were  fome  monfter  in  thy  thought, 

Too  hideous  to  be  ftiown    Thou  doft  mean  fom,ething  ■     o  i. 

1  heard  thee  fay  but  now,  thou  liklft  not  that /   •  •  |[-T 

When         left  my  wife:  what  didft  not  like 

And  when  I  told  the«,  he  was  of. my  counfel. 

In  my  whole  courfe  of  wooing  thou  criMft,  indeed  ? 

And  didft  contrad,  and  purfe  thy  brow  together^ 

As  if  thou  then  hadft  fhut  up  in  thy  brain  .^^.^ 

Some  horrible  conceit :  If  thou  doft  love  me,  .  '  V 

Shew  me  thy  thought. 

Jag.  My  Lord  you  know  I  love  you^ 

0th.  I  think  thou  doft. 
And  for  1  know,  thou  art  full  of  love  and  honefty. 
And  weigheft  thy  words,  before  thou  giv'ft  'em  breath, 
Therefore  thefe  ftops  of  .  thine  fright  me  the  more  : 

For 
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For  foch  things  in  a  falfe  difloyal  Knave, 
Are  tricks  of  cuftonie  ^  but  in  a  man  that's  juft, 
They  are  clofe  dilations,  working  from  the  heart, 
That  paflion  cannot  rule. 

Jag,  For  Michael  CalJioy 
I  dare  be  fworn,  I  think  that  he  is  honefl:/ 

0th,  1  think  fo  too. 

Jag.  Men  fhould  be  what  they  feem, 
Orthofe  that  be  not,  would  they  might  Teem  none. 

0th.  Certain,  men  (houid  be  what  they  feem. 

Jag,  Why  then  I  think  CaJJjoh  an  honelt  man. 

0th,  Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  this, 
I  prithee  fpeak  to  me,  as  to  thy  thinkings. 
As  thou  doft  ruminate,  and  give  thy  worft  of  thoughts^ 
The  worft  of  words. 

Jag,  Good  my  Lord  pardon  me : 
Though  I  am  bound  to  every  a(ft  of  duty, 
1  am  not  bound  to  that  all  flaves  are  free  too, 
litter  my  thoughts:  Why,  fay  they  are 'vile  and  falfe: 
As  Where's  that  Palace,  whereinto  foul  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not  ?  Who  has  a  breaft  fo  pure, 
But  fome  uncleanly  apprehenfions 
Keep  Leets  and  Law-dayes,  and  in  Sefllon  fit 
With  meditations  lawful  ? 

0th.  Thou  doft  confpire  againft  thy  friend,  Ja^o^ 
If  thou  but  thinkeft  him  wrong'd,  and  raakeft  his  ear 
A  ftranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

Jag,  I  do  bcfeech  you, 
Though  I  perchance  am  vicious  in  my  guefs, 
(As  1  confefs  it  is  my  natures  plague. 
To  fpy  into  abufes,  and  oft  my  jealoufie 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not  :J  that  your  wifdom  yet. 
From  one  that  fo  imperfectly  conceits. 
Would  take  no  notice,  nor  build  your  felf  a  trouble 
Out  of  my  fcattering  and  unfure  obfervancej 
It  were  not  for  your  quiet,  nor  your  good. 
Nor  for  my  manhood,  honefty,  or  wifdom. 
To  let  you  know  my  thoughts. 

0th,  What  doft  thou  mean/*  . 

Jag,  Good  name  in  man  and  woman  fdcar  my  Lord) 
Is  the  immediate  Jewel  of  our  Souls  •* 
Whoftealsmy  purfe,  ftealstrafh,  'tis  fomcthing,  nothing, 
'Twas  mhie,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  flave  to  thoufands ; 
But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 
Robs  me  of  that  which  not  inriches  him, 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

0th,  ril  know  thy  thoughts. 
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^  ^a^.  You  cannot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your  hand. 
Nor  (hall  not,  whilft  'cis  in  my  cuftody. 
0th,  Ha? 

Jag.  O  beware  (my  Lord)  of  jealoufie ; 
It  is  a  green -ey'd  monfter,  which  doth  mock 
The  meat  it  feeds  on.  That  Cuckold  lives  in  blifs. 
Who  certain  of  bis  fate,  loves  not  his  wronger : 
But  oh,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  o're. 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts,  fufpeds,  yet  ftrongly  loves. 

0th.   O  mifery. 

Jag.  Poor  and  content  is  rich,  and  rich  enough. 
But  riches  finelefs  is  as  poor  as  winter. 
To  him  that  ever  fears  he  fliall  be  poor  : 
Good  Heaven,  the  Souls  of  all  my  Tribe  defend 
From  jealoufie. 

0th,  Why,  why  is  this  ? 
Thinkft  thou  IMe  make  a  life  of  jealoufie  ? 
To  follow  ftill  the  changes  of  the  Moon 
With  frelh  fufpicions  ?  No,  to/be  once  in  doubt. 
Is  once  to  be  rcfohrM :  exchange  me  for  a  Goat, 
When  I  fhall  turn  the  bufinefs  of  my  Soul 
To  fuch  exufflicace,  and  blown  furmifes, 
Matching  thy  inference    'tis  not  to  make  me  jealous, 
To  fay  my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  wdl,  loves  company. 
Is  free  of  fpeech,  fings,  plays,  and  dances  well  ^ 
Where  virtue  is,  thefe  are  ^nore  virtuous  : 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 
The  fmaliefl:  fear,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt. 
For  file  had  eyes,  andchofe  me:  no-^.Jago^  , 
rie  fee  before  I  doubt,  when  I  doubt,  prove  ^ 
And  on  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but.tl^is. 
Away  at  once  with  love  and  jealoufie.    ^  "  T 

Jag.  I  am  glad  of  it,  for  now  I  fhall  hate  reafon 
To  fhevv  the  love  and  duty  that  I  bear,  you, ,  . 
With  franker  fpirit  r '  therefore  as  I  aig"Bdun^^.  js^l'v^-i  lo^'  O 

Receive  ic  from  me  :  I  fpeak  'ript  yet  ..6f  Rroof^^f^  '  ^/.^  ^is/i'if 
Look  to  your  wife,  obferve  hef  well  with  C-aJpoy  jjcnrinEfr:.  i6i  lol-' 
Wear  your  eye  thus,  not  jealous,  nor  feCure,      /  V'*  ^ 

I  would  not  have  your  free  and  noble  naiure,         '  *     ^     •    .  - 
Out  of  felf-bounty.be  abus'd,  look,  too't  : .  <  :■  -^v?^ 

I  knowour  Couittfy'difpbfitlon  Well,"  -  iyA-^"^  *-  -  ^-^  v 

In  ^mV^  they  do  lct  H^MGn,ftethap?anks    ■  ^ 

They  dare  not  fneWtiriirhti^^ands ;  tlieir  b^ft-cpiifcience  ^       .  ' 

Is  not  to  leave't  undone,  biit  keep^j:^.^r^v£^ow^.^^*'^^^       ,  l^'\l,^t 

0th,  Doll  thou  fay  fb  ?  ^rrir  ^':"^  ! 

Jag,  She  did  deceive  her  father,  Vnar-ryTng  you  :       ,  . 
And  when  (he  feemM  to  Iliake   and  fear  yourlooks, 
She^lov'd  them  moft:.,  0th. 
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Oth.  And  fo  ftie  did. 

Jaa.  Why  go  too  then. 
She  that  fo  young,  could  give  out  fuch  a  feeming. 
To  feal  her  fathers  eyes  up,  clofe  as  Oak, 
He  thought 'twas  witchcraft ;  but  I  am  much  too  blame^j 
I  humbly  do  befeech  you  of  your  pardon, 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

0th,  I  am  bound  to  thee  for  ever. 

Jag,  I  fee  this  hath  a  little  da(ht  your  Spirits. 

0th.  Not  a  jot,  not  a  jot. 

Jag.  Truft  me,  I  fear  it  has. 
I  hope  you  will  confider  what  is  fpoke, 
Comes  from  my  love :  but  I  do  fee  you  are  movM, 
I  am  to  pray  you  not  to  ftrain  my  fpeech 
To  groffer  ifliies,  nor  to  larger  reach. 
Than  to  fufpicion. 

0th,  I  will  not. 

Jag,  Should  you  do  fo,   my  Lord, 
My  fpeech  ftiould  fall  into  fuch  vile  fuccefs. 
As  my  thoughts  aim  not  at :  Cafio^s  my  worthy  friend. 
My  Lord,  1  fee  you  are  mov'd. 

0th,  No,  not  much  mov'd, 
I  do  not  think  but  Defdemona\  honeft. 
.  Jag,  Long  live  fne  fo,  and  long  live  you  to  think  fo. 

Oth  And  yet  how  Nature  erring  from  it  felf  . 

Jag.  I,  there's  the  point:  as  to  be  bold  with  you. 
Not  to  afFed  many  propofed  matches 
Of  her  own  clime,  complexion,  and  degree. 
Whereto  we  fee  in  all  things  Nature  tends : . 
Fie  we  may  fmell  in  fuch  a  will  mofl  rank. 
Foul  difproportion,  thoughts  unnatural. 
But  pardon  me  :  1  do  not  in  pofition, 
Diftindly  fpeak  of  her,  tho'  1  may  fear 
Her  will  recoyling  to  her.  better  judgment, 
May  fall  to  match  you  with  her  couniry  forms. 
And  happily  repent. 

0th.  Farewel,  if  more 
Thou  doft  perceive,  let  me  know  more,  fet  on 
Thy  Wife  to  obferve  :  leave  me,  Jago. 

Jag,  My  Lord,  I  take  my  leave. 

0th.  Why  did  1  marry  ?  This  honeft  creature  doubtkfi 
Sees,  and  knows  more,  much  more  than  he  unfolds. 

Jag,  My  Lord,  I  would  I  might  intreac  your  honour, 
To  fcan  this  thing  no  farther,  leave  it  to  time, 
And  though 'tis  fit  that  Cafjio  have  his  place, 
(For  furc  he  fills  it  up  with  great  ability,) 
Yet  if  you  plcafe  to  hold  him  off  a  while. 
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You  (hall  by  that  perceive  him  and  his  means  ^ 
Note  if  your  Lady  ftrain  her  entertainment. 
With  any  ftrong  or  vehement  importunity. 
Much  will  be  feen  in  that,  in  the  mean  time^ 
Let  me  be  thought  too  bufie  in  my  fears, 
(As  worthy  caufe  I  have,  to  fear  I  am :) 
And  hold  her  free,  I  do  befeech  your  honour. 
0th,  Fear  not  my  government. 
Jag,  1  once  more  take  my.  leave.* 
0th.  This  fellow *s  of  exceeding  honelly. 
And  knows  all  quantities  with  a  learned  fpirit 
O  humane  dealings :  If  I  do  prove  her  haggard, 
Tho'  that  her  Jefles  were  my  dear  heart  ftrlngs, 
rde  whittle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  wind. 
To  prey  at  fortune.    Happily,  for  I  am  black. 
And  have  not  thofe  foft  parts  of  converfation. 
That  Chamberers  have,  or  for  I  am  declin'd 
Into  the  vale  of  years,  yet  that's  not  much, 
She's  gone,  I  am  abusM,  and  my  relief 
Mufb  be  to  loath  her :  O  curfe  of  marriage. 
That  we  can  call  thefe  delicate  creatures  ours. 
And  not  their  appetites:  I  had  rather  be  a  Toad, 
And  live  upon  the  vapor  in  a  dungeon, 
Than  keep  a  corner  in  a  thing  I  love. 
For  others  ufes :  yet  'tis  the  plague  of  great  ones, 
PrerogativM  are  they  lefs  than  the  bafe, 
'Tis  deftiny  unfhunnable,  like  death: 
Even  then  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us. 
When  we  do  quicken:  Defdemona  comes. 
If  fhe  be  falfe,  O  then  Heavtn  mocks  it  felf, 
rie  not  believe  it. 


£;7f^rD5rdem6na.^;/t:/ Emillia. 

Bcf,  How  now  my  dear  Othello  ? 
Your  dinner,  and  the  generous  Hlandcr 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  prefencc. 

0th.  I  am  to  blame. 

Def.  Why  is  your  fpeech  fo  faint  ?  are  you  not  well? 

0th,  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  forehead,  here. 

Def.  Why  that's  with  watching,  'twill  away  again*, 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,   within  this  hour 
It  will  be  well. 

Oth,  Your  napkin  is  too  little  ! 
Let  it  alone,  come  Til  go  in  with  you. 

Def.  \  am  very  forry  that  you  are  not  well. 

Em,  I  am  glad  I  have  found  this  napkin,  l^£A7>0th.  r^.WDef. 

This 
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This  was  her  firft  remembrance  from  the  Moor, 

My  way-ward  husband,  hath  a  hundred  times, 

Wboed  me  to  fteal  it,  but  fhe  fo  loves  the  tokea^ 

For  h€  conjurM  her  Ihe  fhould  ever  keep  it, 

That  (he  referves  it  ever  more  about  her^ 

To  kifs  and  talk  too:  Tie  ha'  the  work  ta'ne  out. 

And  giv't  Jago :  what  he'll  do  with  it. 

Heaven  knows,  not  I,  [Enter  Jago. 

I  nothing,  but  to  pleafe  his  fantafle. 

Jag.  How  now,  what  do  you  here  alone? 

Em,  Do  not  you  chide,  I  have  a  thing  for  you. 

Jag.  A  thing  for  me  !  it  is  a  common  thing—- 

Em.  Ha/ 

Jag.  To  have  a  foolifh  wife.  .von  O  : 

Em.  O,  is  that  all?  What  will  you  giTCflne  now. 
For  that  fame  handkerchief?  .       ■  -  •     -  - 

Jag.  What  handkerchief? 

Em.  What  handkerchief 
Why  that  the  Moor  firft  gave  to  Defdemona^ 
That  which  fo  often  you  did  bid  me  fteal. 

Jag.  Haft  ftole  it  from,  her  ? 

Em.  No  faith,  ftie  let  it  drop  by  negligence. 
And  to  the  advantage,  I  being  here  took  lE  up, 
Look  here  it  is. 

Jag.  A  good  wench,  give  it  me. 

Em.  What  will  you  do  with  it,^   ra  37. 
That  you  have  been  fo  earneft  to  have  mc  filch  it  ? 

Jag.  Why  what's  that  to  you? 

Em.  IPt  be  not  for  fome  purpofe  of  import. 
Give  me't  again,  poor  Lady,  Ih'ell  run  mad 
When  (he  lhall  lack  it.  _ 

Jag.  Be  not  you  acknown  on't,  Ihaveufeforit       go>  leave  me. 
I  will  in  Cajfid^s  lodging  lofe  this  napkin,  [^Exit.  Em. 

And  let  him  find  it :  Trifles  light  as  Air 
Arc  to  the  jealous  confirmations  ftrong 
As  proofs  of  holy  Writ,  this  may  do  fomething : 
The  Moor  already  changes  with  my  poifon. 
Dangerous  conceits  are  in  their  natures  poifons, 
Which  at  the  firft  are  fcarce  found  to  diftaft  ; 

But  with  a  little  aft  upon  the  blood,  l^Enter  Othello. 

Burn  like  the  Mines  of  Sulphure  .•  I  did  fay  fo : 
Look  where  he  comes,  not  Poppy,  nor  Mandragora, 
^Nor  all  the  droufie  firops  of  the  world. 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  fweet  lleep. 
Which  thou  owedft  yefterday. 

0th.  Ha,  ha,  falfc  to  mc  ? 

Jag.  Why,  how  now  General  ?  no  more  of  that. 

G  0;.-. 


42  or  HE  LLO, 

0th.  Avant,  be  gone,  thou  haft  fet  me  on  the  rack, 
I  fwear,  'tis  better  to  be  much  abus'd. 
Than  but  to  know't  a  little. 

Jax»  How  now  my  Lord  ? 

Ot(f.  What  fence  had  I  of  her  ftoln  hours  of  luft : 
1  law't  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harmM  not  me, 
I  flept  the  next  night  well,  was  free  and  merry- 
I  found  not  Caffioh  kiffes  on  her  lips. 
He  that  is  rob'd,  not  wanting  what  is  ftoln. 
Let  him  not  know't,  and  he's  not  robM  at  alh 

Jag.  I  am  forry  to  hear  this. 

0th.  I  had  been  happy  if  the  general  Camp, 
Pyoners  and  all,  had  tafted  her  fweet  body. 
So  I  had  nothing  known  :  O  now  for  ever 
Farewel  the  tranquile  mind,  farewel  content  ^ 
Farewel  the  plumed  Troop,  and  the  big  Wars; 
That  makes  ambition  Virtue :  O  farewel, 
Farewel  the  neighing  Steed,  and  the  fhrill  Trump,' 
The  fpirit-ftirring  Drum,  the  ear-piercing  Fife, 
The  royal  Banner,  and  all  quality,         '     .  > 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumftance  of  glorious  War. 
And  O  ye  mortal  Engines,  whofe  wide  throats. 
The  immortal  Joves  gre^.damors  counterfeit: 
Farewel,  Othello^  Occupation's  gone. 

Jag.  Is't  pofTible,  my  Lord?  -         .  .  ;  l..,^  , 

Otk  Villain,  be  fure  thou  prove  my  Wve-a  ''VfliciB^  I'iw  JsriV/ 
Be  fure  of  it,  give  me  the  ^otula^t  p^'oof^'  Ho.i  fisnx'^:  neodo^^^ 
Or  by  the  worth  of  my  eternal  Soul,  "   '    '    ^  '  -{{[W 

Thou  hadft  better  have  been  born  a  dog,  d  3^1 

Than  anfwer  my  wakM  wrath.  rniByfi  y^i: 

Jag,  Is't  come  to  this  ?  :  ;i.:f:(  llfirll.  :;fl 

Oth,  Make  me  to  feet,  or  at  the  leaftTo  prove  it^isuo^:?-'^':  ^ 
That  the  probation  bear  no  hinge,  nor  loop,        ~  faoI 
To  hang  a  doubt  on:  or  woe  upon  thy  life. 
Jag.  My  noble  Lord. 

Oth.  If  thou  doft  flander  her,  and  torture  me. 
Never  pray  more,  abandon  all  remorce-* 
On  horrors  head,  horrors  acc^imulate : 
Do  deeds  to  make  Heaven  weep,  all  Earth  ama^M, 
For  nothing  canft  thou  to  damnation  add  greater  than  that. 

Jag,  O  grace,  O  Heaven  defend  me. 
Are  you  a  man,  have-  you  a  foul  or  ftnfe  ? 

God  buy  you,  take  my  Office,  O  wretched  fool, 

That  liveft  to  make  thine  honefly  a  vice  : 

0  monftrous  world  take  note,  take  note,  O  world. 
To  be  direft  and  honefl;  is  not  fafe, 

1  tharik  you  for  this  profit,  and  from  hence 
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Pie  love  no  friend,  fiace  love  breeds  fuch  offence. 

0th.  Nay  (lay,  thou  fhouldft  be  honefl:. 

Ja^.  I  fhould  be  wife,  for .  honefty's  a  f  ool, 
And  lofes  that  it  works  for. 

Otk  By  the  world, 
I  think  my  wife  be  honeft,  and  think  (he  is  not ; 
I  think  that  thou  art  juft,  and  think  thou  arc  not.^  . 
Pie  have  fome  proof :  her  name  that  was  as  frelh 
As  Dia?7s  vifage,  is  now  begrimM,  and  black 
As  mine  own  face :  if  there  be  cords  or  knives, 
Poyfon,  or  fire,  or  fuffocating  ftreams,  . 
rie  not  endure  it :  would  I  were  fatiifie4. 

Jag.  I  fee  Sir,  you  are  eaten  up  with  palFion, 
I  do  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  you;  / 
You  would  be  fatisfied'. 

0th.  Would!  nay,  I  will. 

Jag,  And  may,  but  how,  how  fatisfied,  my  Lord  ? 
Would  you  the  fupervilion  grofsly  gape  on. 
Behold  her  topt  ? 

0th.  Death  and  damnation  oh. 

Jag,  It  were  a  tedious  difficulty  I  think 
To  bring  'em  to  that  profped,  damn  'em  then. 
If  ever  mortal  eyes  did  fee  them  boulfter 
More  than  their  own :  what  then,  how  then  ? 
What  (hall  I  fay  ?  where's  fatisfaftion  } 
It  is  impofTible  you  (hould  fee  this. 
Were  they  as  prime  as  Goats,  as  hot  as  Monkies, 
As  fait  as  Wolves  in  pride,  and  fools  as  grofs 
As  ignorance  made  drunk :  but  yet  I  fay, 
If  imputation  and  ftrong  circumftances. 
Which  lead  dircftly  to  the  door  of  truth. 
Will  give  you  latisfadion,  you  may  ha't. 

0th.  Give  me  a  living  reafon,  that  (he's  difloyal. 

Jag.  1  do  not  like  tne  Office, 
But  lith  I  am  enter'd  into  this  caufe  fo  far, 
Prickt  to't  by  fooli(h  honefty  and  love, 
I  will  go  on :  I  lay  with  Cajfu)  lately. 

And  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth,  I  could  not  lleep,  1 

There  are  a  kind  of  men  fo  loofe  of  foul. 

That  in  their  deep  will  mutter  their  affairs. 

One  of  this  kind  is  Cafio : 

In  deep  I  heard  him  fay,  Sweet  Defdemona^ 

Let  u$  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  loves*. 

And  then.  Sir,  would  he  gripe  and  wring  my  hand, 

Cry  out  fweet  Creature,  and  then  kifs  me  hard, 

As  if  he  pluckt  up  killes  by  the  roots. 

That  grew  upon  my  lips,  then  layed  his  leg 

G  2  Over 
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Over  my  thigh,  and  fighM,  and  kiffed,  and  then 
Co'ed,  curfed  fate,  that  gave  thee  to  the  Moor. 

0th,  O  monftrous,  monftrous. 

J'^'  ^^Y^  ^bis  was  but  his  dream. 

Och.  But  this  denoted  a  foregon  conclufion, 
*Tis  a  (hrevvd  doubt,  tho'  it  be  but  a  dream. 

Ja^.  And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  proofs 
That  do  demonftrate  thinly. 

0th,  I'le  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

Jag.  Nay,  but  be  wife,  yet  we  fee  nothing  done. 
She  may  be  honeft  yet :  tell  me  but  this, 
Have  you  not  fometimes  feea  a  handkerchief. 
Spotted  with  ftrawberries  in  your  wives  hand  ? 

0th.  I  gave  her  fuch  a  one,  'twas  my  firft  gift.' 

Jag.  I  know  not  that,  but  fuch  a  handkerchief, 
I  am  fure  it  was  your  wives,  did  I  to  day 
See  CaJJio  wipe  his  beard  with. 

Otk  IPt  be  that. 

Jag.  If  it  be  that,  or  any,  it  was  hers, 
It  fpeaks  againft  her  with  the  other  proofs. 

0th.  O  that  the  flave  had  forty  thoufand  lives, 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenge  : 
Now  I  do  fee 'cis  true,  look  here,  Jago^ 

All  ray  fond  love,  thus  do  I  blow  to  Heaven,-  'tis 

Arife  black  vengeance  from  thy  hollow  Cell, 
Yield  up  O  love  thy  crown,  and  hearted  Throne, 
To  tyrannous  hate,  fw^U  bofome  wjth  thy  fraughty 
For  'tis  of  Afpicks  tongues. 

Jag.  Pray  be  content. 

Oth.  O  blood,  Jago^  blood. 

Jag.  Patience  I  fay,  your  mifld. perhaps  may  change ^ 

Oth.  Never,  J^igo, 
Like  to  the  Tontick^  Sea, 
Whofe  icy  current  and  compulfive  xourfe, 
Ne'rc  feels  retiring  ebb,  but  keeps  due^oo. 

Even  fo  my  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  pace, 

Shall  ne're  look  back,  ne'^re  ebbe  to  humble  love,; 

Till  that  a  capable  and  wide  revenge 

Swallow  them  up.    Now  by  yond  marble  Heaven., 

In  the  due  reverence  of  a  facred  vow, 

1  here  engage  my  words. 

Jag,  Do  not  rife  yet : 
Witnefs  the  ever-burning  lights  ebove^ 
You  Elements  that  cJip  us  round  about, 
Wicnefs  that  here,  Jago  doth  give  up 
Tke,e.x;         cf*  his  wk,  haod,  hearr, 


the  Moor  of  Venice. 

To  wrongM  Othelloh  fervicc:  let  him  command^ 
And  to  obey,  (hall  be  in  me  remorce, 
What  bloody  work  fo  ever. 

0th.  I  greet  thy  love-, 
Not  with  vain  thanks,  but  with  acceptance  bounteous. 
And  will  upon  the  inftant  put  thee  to't, 
Within  thefe  three  days,  let  me  hear  thee  fay 
That  Cajfio^s  not  alive. 

Jag.  My  friend  is  dead: 
^'Tis  done  as  you  requeft,  but  let  her  live; 

0th.  Damn  her  lewd  minks :  O  damn  her, 
Come,  go  with  me  apart,  I  will  withdraw. 
To  furnifh  me  with  fome  fwifc  means  of  death. 
For  the  fair  devil ;  now  art  thou  my  Lieutenant. 

Jag.  I  am  your  own  for  ever. 

£;;/fr  Defdemona,  Emillia,  arid  the  Clown, 

Def.  Do  you  know,  Sirra,  where  the  Lieutenant  Caffi9  Iks? 
do.  I  dare  not  fay  he  lies  any  where. 
Def.  Why,  man  ? 

Clo.  He  is  a  Souldier,  and  for  one  to  fay  a  Souldier  lies,  is  ftabbing. 
Def.  Go  too,  where  lodges  he  ? 

Clo.  To  tell  you  where  he  lodges,  is  to  tell  you  where  I  lie. 
Def.  Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this  ? 

Clo.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges,  and  for  me  to  devife  a  lodging>and  fay 
he  lies  there,  were  to  lye  in  mine  own  throat. 

Def.  Can  yobi  enquire  him  out,  and  be  edified  by  report? 

Clo.  I  will  catechife  the  world  for  him,  that  is,  make  queftions,  and 
by  them  anfwer. 

Def.  Seek  him,  bid  him  come  hither,  tell  him  I  have  movM  my  Lord 
in  his  behalf,  and  hope  all  will  be  well. 

Clo.  To  do  this,  is  within  the  compafs  of  man's  wit,  and  therefore  Pie 
attempt  the  doing  of  it.  [^ExiK 

Def.  Where  fliould  I  lofe  that  hankerchief  Emillia}  *  V 

Em.  I  know  not.  Madam. 

Def.  Believe  me,  I  had  rather  lofe  my  purfe 
Full  of  Crufadoes :  and  but  my  noble  Moor 
Is  tru«  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  fuch  bafenefsi 
As  jealous  creatures  are,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill  thinking, 

Em.  Is  he  not  jealous  ? 

Def  Who  he?  I  think  the  Sun  where  he  was  born, 
Drew  all  fuch  humors  from  him,  l^Enter  Othello. 

Em.  Look  where  he  comes. 

Def.  I  will  not  leave  hip  now. 
Till  Cajpo  be  calPdtohim  :  how  is  it  with  you,  my  Lord? 

0th.  Well,  my  good  LaJy :  O  hardncfi  to  diflcrable  ; 
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How  do  yo*a  Defdemna? 
Def,  WcW^  my  good  Lord. 

0th.  Give  me  your  hand,  this  hand  is  moifl:,  my  Lady. 

Def.  It  yet  has  felc  no  age,  nor  kaown  no  Ibrrow. 

0th,  This  argues  fruitfalnefs  and  liberal  heart* 
Hot,  hot,  and  moifl:>  this  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  fequefter  from  liberty :  fafting  and.  praying, 
Much  caftigation,  exercife  devout : 
For  here's  a  young  and  fweating  devil  here, 
That  commonly  rebels :  'tis  a  good  hand, 
A  frank  one. 

Def.  You  may  indeed  fay  fo. 
For  'twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart. 

0(h.  A  liberal  hand,  the  hearts  of  old  gave  hands, 
Sue  opr  new  heraldry  is  hands,  not  hearts. 

Def.  I  cannot  fpeak  of  this^  come  now  your  promife. 

0th,  What  promife  chuck  ? 

Def.  I  have  fent  to  bid  Cafio  come  fpsak  with  you. 
0th,  I  have  a  fait  and  fullen  rhume  offends  mie> 
Lend  me  thy  handkerchief. 
Def.  Here,  my  Lord. 
0th,  That  which  I  gave  you. 
Def,  I  have  it  not  about  me. 
0th.  Not. 

Def,  No  indeed,  my  Lord. 

0th.  That's  a  fault :  tiiat  handkerchief 
Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  Mother  give. 
She  was  a  Charmer,  and  could  almofl  read 
The  thoughts  of  people   fhe  told  her  whillt  (he  kept  it, 
'T would  make  her  amiable,  and  fubdue  my  father 
Intirely  to  her  love:  But  if flie  loft  it. 
Or  made  a  gift  of  it,  my  fathers  eye 
Should  hold  her  loathed,  and  his  fpirit  Ihould  hunt 
After  new  fancies :  She  dying  gave  it  me, 
And  bid  me,  when  my  fate  would  have  me  wive. 
To  give  it  her  ^  I  did  fo^  and  take  heed  on't, 
Make  it  a  darling  like  your  precious  eye,  ^ 
To  lofe,  or  give't  away,  were  fuch  perdition. 
As  nothing  elfe  could  match. 

Def  \s\  poflible  ? 

0th,  'Tis  true,  there''s  magick  in  the  web  of  it, 
A  Sybel  thai:  had  numbred  in  the  world, 
The  Sun  to  courfe  two  hundred  compafles, 
in  her  prophetick  fury,  fowed  the  work  ! 
The  worms  were  hallowed  that  did  breed  the  filk, 
And  it  was  died  in  Mummy,  which  the  skilful 
Concerve  of  Maidens  hearts.  . 
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Def.  Ihdeed,  is't  true  ? 

Orh.  Moft  veritable,  therefore  look  to't  well. 

Def.  Then  would  to  God  that  1  had  never  feen  it« 

0th.  Ha,  wherefore.^ 

Def.  Why  do  you  fpeak  fo  ftartingly  and  ra(h/ 
0th.  Is't  loft  ?  is't  gone  ?  fpeak,  is't  out  o'th'  way 
Def  Blefs  us. 
0th.  Say  you. 

Def  It  is  not  loft,  but  what  aqd  if  it  were  ? 
0th.  Ha. 

Def  I  fay  it  is  not  loft. 

0th.  Fetch't,  let  me  fee  it. 

Def  Why  fo  I  can,  Sir,  but  I  will  not  now. 
This  is  a  trick,  to  put  me  from  my  fuit, 
I  pray  let  Cajfio  be  receiv'd  again. 

0th.  Fetch  me  that  handkerchief,  ray  mind  mifgives; 

Def  Come,  come,  you'l  never  meet  a  more  fufEcient  man* 

0th.  The  handkerchief. 

Def  A  man,  that  all  his  time 
Hath  founded  his  good  forlunes  on  your  love,' 
SharM  dangers  with  you.  "  ^ 

0th.  The  handkerchief. 

Def  In  footh  you  are  to  blame.' 

0th.  Away.  C^^*^; 

£w.  Is  not  this  man  jealous  ? 

Def.  I  neVe  faw  this  before  : 
Sure  there's  fome  wonder  in  this  handkerchief, 
1  am  moft  unhappy  in  the  lofs  of  it. 

Efjtcr  Jago  and  Caffio. 

Em.  'Tis  not  a  year  or  two  (hews  us  a  man, 
They  are  all  but  ftomachs,  and  we  all  but  food  ; 
They  eat  us  hungerly,  and  when  they  are  full 
They  belch  us;  look  you,  Caffio  2ind  my  husband. 

Ja^.  There  is  no  other  way,  'tis  flie  muft  do  it. 
And  lo  the  happlnefs,  go,  and  importune  her. 

Def  How  now,  good  what's  the  news  with  you.? 

Caf  Madam,  my  former  fuit :  I  do  befeech  you. 
That  by  your  vcrtuous  means,  I  may  again 
Exift,  and  be  a  member  of  his  love. 
Whom  I,  with  all  the  office  of  my  heart, 
Intirely  honour,  I  would  not  be  delayed: 
If  my  offence  be  of  fuch  mortal  kind, 
That  not  my  fervice  paft  nor  prefent  forro ws, 
Nor  purpos'd  merit  in  futurity. 
Can  ranfora  me  into  his  love  again, 
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But  to  know  fo,  mufl:  be  my  benefit, 
So  ihall  I  cloath  me  in  a  forcM  content. 
And  (hut  my  felf  up  in  fome  other  courfe. 
To  fortunes  almes. 

Def.  Alas,  thrice  gentle  Cafto^ 
My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune^ 
My  Lord  is  not  my  Lord,  nor  (hould  I  know  him. 
Were  he  in  favour,  as  in  humour  alter'd  : 
So  help  me,  every  fpirit  fanilified,  . 
As  I  have  fpoken  for  you  all  my  befl:. 
And  flood  within  the  blank  of  his  difpleafure. 
For  my  free  fpeech  you  mufl:  a  while  be  patient,  . 
What  I  can  do  I  will,  and  more  I  will. 
Than  for  my  felf  I  dare,  let  that  fufEce  you. 

yag.  Is  my  Lord  angry  ? 

Em.  He  went  hence  but  now. 
And  certainly  in  fl:range  unquietnefs. 

Jag,  Can  he  be  angry  ?  I  have  feen  the  Cannon, 
When  it  hath  blown  his  ranks  into  the  airi  .u,  .. 
And  like  the  devil  from  his  very  arm,/ .Q;.  .Iiol  bo 
Puft  his  own  brother,  and  can  he  be  angry  ? 
Something  of  moment  then  :  I  will  go  meet  him. 
There's  matter  in't  indeed,  if  he  be  angry. 

Z)^/  I  prithee  do  fo :  fomething  fure  of  State, 
Either  from  ^mre,  or  fomeunhatcht  praftice. 
Made  demonftrable  here  in  Cyfrns  to  him. 
Hath  pudled  his  clear  fpirit^  and  in  fuch  cafes. 
Mens  natures  wrangle  with  inferiour  thing?, 
Tho*  great  ones  are  the  Objeft, 
'  Pis  even  fo  ;  for  let  our  finger  ake, 
And  it  endues  our  other  healthful  members. 
Even  to  that  fenfe  of  pain ;  nay,  we  mult  think, 
Men  are  not  Gods, 

Nor  of  them  look  for  fuch  obfervances 
As  fits  the  Bridal :  beihrew  me  much  Emillia^ 
I  was  (unhandfome  warrier  as  I  am) 
Arraigning  his  unkindnefs  with  my  foul  ^  ' 
But  now  i  find,  1  had  fubbornM  the  witnefs, 
And  he's  indited  falfly. 

Em.  Pray  heaven  it  hz  State  matters  as  you  think, 
And  no  conception,  nor  no  jealous  toy 
Concerning  you. 
JDef,  Alas  the  day,  I  never  gave  him  caufe. 
Em.  But  jealous  fouls  will  not  be  anfwered  fo> 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  the  caufe, 
But  jealous  for  they  are  jealous :  'tis  a  nionfter. 
Begot  upon  it  felf,  bora  on  it  felf. 
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Bef,  Heaven  keep  that  monfler  from  Ot helloes  d 

Em.  Lady,  Amen. 
'  Be/.  I  will  go  feek  him,  Cajfto  walk  here  about. 
If  I  do  fkid  him  fit.  Tie  move  yourfuit/ 
And  feek  to  .eiFed  it  to  my  uttermoft, 

Caf.  I  humbly  thank  your  Ladifhip. 

JSia»,  Save  you,  friend  Cajfio, 

Caf.  What  make  you  from  home  ? 
How  is  it  with  you  my  moft  fair  Bianca  ? 
Indeed,  fweet  love,  I  was  cdming  to  your  houlc. 

Bia,  And  I  was  going  to  your  lodging,  Caffio  • 
What  keep  a  week  away?  feven  days  and  nights, 
Eightftore  eight  hours,  and  lovers  abfent  hours^ 
More  tedious  than  the  dial,  eightfcore  times, 

0  weary  reckoning 

Caf.  Pardon  me,  Bianca^ 

1  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  preft, 
But  I  fhallin  a  more  continuate  time. 

Strike  off  this  fcorc  of  abfence :  fweet  BUnca^ 
Take  me  this  work  out. 

Bia.  Oh  CajfiOj  whence  came  this  ? 
This  is  fome  token  from  a  newer  friend  ^ 
To  the  felt  abfence,  now  I  feel  a  caufe, 
Is't  come  to  this/*  well,  well. 

Caf  Go  to,  woman. 
Throw  your  vile  gueffes  in  the  devil's  teeth, 
From  whence  you  have  them,  you  are  jealous  now. 
That  this  is  from  fome  Miftrefs,  fome  remembrance 
No,  in  good  troth,  Bianca. 

Bia.  Why,  whofe  is  it? 

Caf  1  know  not,  fweet,  I  found  it  in  mychamt 
I  like  the  work  well,  e're  it  be  demanded. 
As  like  enough  it  will,  IMe  have  it  coppied. 
Take  it  and  do't,  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Bia.  Leave  you,  wherefore? 

Caf  I  do  attend  here  on  the  General, 
And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wiQi, 
To  have  him  fee  me  womanM. 

Bta.  Why  I  pray  you  f 

Caf  Not  that  1  love  you  not. 

Bia.  But  that  you  do  not  love  me: 
I  pray  you  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little, 
And  lay,  if  1  iliall  fee  you  foon  at  night. 

C/  Tis  but  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring  you. 
For  I  attend  here,  but  Plc  fee  you  foon. 

Bia.  ^ris  very  good,  Imuft  be  circumftanc'd. 


ZExeunt  Defd. 
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Adus  Quartus,  Scoena  prima. 


Jag.  XT  nil  you  think  fo? 

VV     0th.  Think  fo,  Jago. 
Jag,  What,  to  kifs  in  private/* 
Oth,  An  unauthorizM  kifs. 
Jag.  Or  to  be  naked  with  her  friend  abed. 
An  hour,  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm  ? 

Oih.  Naked  abed  Ja^o^  and  not  mean  harm  ? 
It  is  hypocrifie  againft  the  devil : 
They  that  mean  vertuoufly,  and  yet  do  fo, 
,Thc  devil  thwr  virtue  tempts,  and  they  tempt  heaven. 

Jag.  So  they  do  nothing,  'tis  a  venial  flip. 
But  if  I  give  my  wife  a  handkerchief. 
Oth.  What  then  ? 

Jag.  Why  then 'tis  hers,  my  Lord,  and  being  hers. 
She  may,  I  think,  beftow't  on  any  man. 

Oth.  She  is  proteftrefs  of  her  honour  too. 
May  fhe  give  that  ? 

Jag.  Her  honour  is  an  edencc  that^s  not  feen. 
They  have  it  very  oft,  that  have  it  not; 
But  for  the  handkerchief 

Oth.  By  heaven  I  would  moft  gladly  have  forgot  it : 
Thou  faidft  (O  it  comes  o're  my  memory. 
As  doth  the  Raven  o're  the  infeded  houfe, 
Boding  to  all)  iie  had  my  handkerchief. 

Jag.  What  of  that? 

Oth,  That's  not  fo  good  now. 

Jag,  What  if  1  had  faid  I  had  (een  him  do  you  wrong  ? 
Or  heard  him  fay,  (zs  knaves  be  fuch  abroad, 
Who  having  by  their  own  importunate  fuit. 
Or  voluntary  dotage  of  fome  Miflrefs, 
Conjured,  or  fupplied  them,  cannot  chufe,. 
But  they  muft  blab.) 

Oth.  Hath  he  faid  any  thing  ? 

Jag,  He  hath,  my  Lord,  but  be  you  wellafSir'fl^. 
No  more  than  he'll  unfwear. 

Oth,  What  hath  he  faid.? 

Jag.  Why  that  he  did  1  know  not  what  he  dii- 
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Oth,  with  ? 

Ja^,  Witli  her,  on  her,  what  you  will. 

0th,  Lie^wkh  her,  lie  on  her?  Wefay  lie  on  her,  when  they  bely  her  ^  lye 
with  her,  that's  fulfome,  handkerchiefs,  confefnon,  handkerchiefs :  to  confefs, 
and  be  hang'd  for  his  labour,  lirfl:  to  be  hangM,  and  then  to  confefs ;  1  tremble 
at  it  .*  Nature  would  not  inveft  her  felf  in  fuch  fliadowing  paflion,without  fome 
infi:ru(5tion  :  It  is  not  words  that  ftiakes  me  thus,  fpifti )  nofes,  ears,  lips :  Is't 
pofliblei*  confefs?  handkerchief.^  O  devil.  [Falls  in  a  trance, 

Jag,  Work  on  my  medicine,  work :  thus  credulous  fools  are  caught,and  ma- 
ny worthy  and  chafl:  Dames,  even  thus  (all  gniklefs)  meet  reproach :  What  ho, 
my  Lord,  my  Lord  I  fay,  Othdlo^  hovi  noviCaJJio? 

Enter  Cadio. 

Caf.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Jag.  My  Lord  is  fallen  into  an  Epilepfy, 
This  is  his  fecond  fit,  he  had  one  yefterday. 

Caf.  Rub  him  about  the  temples. 

Jag,  No,  forbear. 
The  Lethargy  muft  have  his  quiet  courfe. 
If  not,  he  foams  at  mouth,  and  by  and  by 
Breaks  out  to  favage  madnefs :  look,  he  ftirs ; 
Do  you  withdraw  your  felf  a  little  while. 
He  will  recover  ftraight ;  when  he  is  gone, 
I  would  on  great  occafion  fpeak  with  you. 
How  is  it  General,  have  you  not  hurt  your  head 

0th.  Doft  tiiou  mock  me  f  ZExit  Caflio. 

Jag.  I  mock  you,  no  by  heaven^ 
Would  you  would  bear  your  fortunes  like  a  man. 

0th.  A  horned  man's  a  monfter,  and  a  beaft. 

Jag.  There's  many  a  beaft  then  in  a  populous  City, 
And  many  a  civil  monfter. 

0th.  Did  he  confefs 

Jag.  Good  Sir  be  a  man, 
Think  every  bearded  fellow,  that's  but  yoak'd. 
May  draw  with  you,  there's  millions  now  alive. 
That  nightly  lye  in  thofe  improper  beds. 
Which  they  dare  fwear  peculiar  :  your  cafe  is  better : 
O  'tis  the  fpite  of  hell,  the  fiends  arch  mock, 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  fecure  Couch, 
And  to  fuppofe  her  chaft  :  No,  let  me  know. 
And  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  what  flic  fliali  be. 

0th.  O  thou  art  wife,  'tis  certain. 

Jag,  Stand  you  a  while  a  part. 
Confine  your  felf  but  in  a  patient  lift, 
Whilft  you  were  here  o'rewhelmed  with  your  grief, 
(A  paffion  moft  unfitting  fuch  a  man.) 

Hi  CiJI) 
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Cfijfio  came  hither,  I  fliifted  him  away, 

And  laid  good  fcufe  upon  yoar  extafy ; 

Bad  him  anon  return,  and  here  fpeak  with  me. 

The  which  he  promisM;  But  incave  your  felf, 

And  mark  the  jears,  the  gibes,  and  notable  fcorns. 

That  dwell  in  every  region  of  his  face  ^ 

For  1  will  make  him  tell  the  tale  anew, 

Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long  ago,  and  when 

He  has,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  wife  : 

1  fay,  bat  mark  his  gellure,  marry  patience, 

Or  1  (hall  fay,  you  are  all  in  all,  in  fpken. 

And  nothing  of  a  man. 

0th.  Doll  thou  hear,  Jago^ 
1  will  be  found  moll  cunning  in  ray  patience, 
But  doft  thou  hear,  moft  bloody. 

Jaa,  That's  not  amifs  : 
But  yet  keep  time  in  all:  will  you  withdraw-^ 
Now  will  I  queftion  Cajjlo  of  Bianca  ^ 
A  hufwife,  that  by  felling  her  defires. 
Buys  her  felf  bread  and  cloaths :  rt  is  a  creature, 
That  dotes  on  Cajfio  ^  as  'tis  the  ftrumpets  plague 
To  beguile  many,  and  be  beguil'd  by  one : 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 
From  the  excefs  of  laughter    here  he  comes : 
^    As  he  fhall  fraile  OthelLo  Qiall  go  mad, 
And  his  unbookifh  jealoufie  muft  confter 
^txk  Cajfto's  fmiles,  geftures,  and  light  behaviour. 
Quite  in  the  wrong :  How  do  you  now.  Lieutenant  ? 

Caf,  The  wcrfer  that  you  give  me  the  addition, 
Whofe  want  even  kills  me. 

Jag.  Ply  Defdemom  well,  and  you  are  fure  on't. 
Now,  if  this  fuit  lay  in  Bicwca^s  power. 


Caj,  Alas  poor  Caitif. 
Ofh,  Look  how  he  laughs  already^ 
Jag.  I  never  knew  a  woman  love  man  fo. 
CaJ~  Alas  poor  rogue,  I  think  indeed  (he  loves  me. 
0th.  Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  it  out. 
Jag.  Do  you  hear  Caffio  ? 
0[h,  Now  he  importunes  him  to  tell  it  on  ^ 
Go  to,  well  faid. 

Jag.  She  gives  it  out  that  you  fliall  marry  her. 
Do  you  intend  it  ? 
Caf.  Ha,,  ha,  ha. 

0th,  Do  you  triumph  Roman,  do  you  triumph  ? 
Caf.  I  marry  her    What  ?  a  Cuftomer  ^ 
I,  grithes.  bear  feme  charity  to  my  wit, 


Do 


the  Moor  of  Venice.  53 

no  not  think  it  To  unwholfome  :  ha,  ha,  ha. 
0th,  So,  fo,  fo,  fo,  they  laugh  that  wins. . 
Jag.  Why,  the  cry  goes,  that  you  fliall  marry  her. 
Caf  Prethee  fay  true.^ 
Jag,  I  am  a  very  villain  elfe. 
0th,  Ha  you  fcoar'd  me  ?  well. 

Caf.  This  is  the  monkies  own  giving  ont-^  fheis  perftvaded  I  will  marry 
her  out  of  her  own  love  and  flattery,  not  out  of  my  promife. 
0th,  Jago  beckons  me,  now  he  begins  the  ftory. 

Caf,  She  was  here  even  now^  (he  haunts  me  in  every  place,  I  was  tothcr 
day  talking  on  the  fea  bank  with  certain  metians^  and  thither  comes  this  bau- 
ble, falls  me  thus  about  my  neck. 

0th,  Crying,  O  dit2.x:  Cajjio^  as  it  were:  his  gefturc  imports  it. 

Caf,  So  hangs  and  jolls,and  weeps  upon  me;  fo  hales  and  pulls  me,  ha,ha,ha. 

0th,  Now  he  tells  how  flie  pluckt  him  to  my  Chamber  : 
I  fee  that  nofe  of  yours,  but  not  that  dog  I  fhall  throw't  to. 

Caf,  Well,  1  mull  leave  her  company :  [Enter  Bianca. 

Before  me,  look  where  (he  comes, 

Tis  fuch  another  Fitchew ;  marry  a  perfumed  one  :  What  do  you  mean  by  this 
haunting  of  me.^ 

Bian,  Let  the  devil  and  his  dam  haunt  you :  what  did  you  mean  by  that  fame 
handkerchief  you  gave  me  even  now  ?  t  wasa  fine  fool  to  take  it ;  1  muft  take 
out  the  work,  a  likely  piece  of  work,  that  you  fliould  find  it  m  your  chamber, 
and  not  know  who  left  it  there :  this  is  fome  minxes  token,  and  I  muft  take  ou,c 
the  work ;  there,  give  it  thehobby-horfe  ^  wherefoever  you  had  it,  I'le  rake 
out  no  work  on't. 

Caf  How  now,  my  fweet  Bianca^  how  now,  how  now  f 

0th,  By  heaven  that  (hould  be  my  handkerchief. 

Bia,  An  you'll  come  to  fupper  tonight,  you  may,  an  you  will  not,  come 
when  you  are  next  prepared  for.  [Exit, 
Jag.  After  her,  after  her. 
Caf  I  muft,  flie'l  rail  i?the  ftreet  elfe. 
Jag.  You  fup  there. 
Caf  Yes,  1  intend  fo. 

Jag.  Well.  I  may  chance  to  fee  you,  for  I  would  very  fain  fpeak  with 
you. 

Caf  Prethee  come,  will  you.^^ 

Jag.  Go  to,  fay  no  more.  C£A:i>Cairio. 

0th.  How  fhall  1  murder  him,  Jago  ? 

Jag,  Did  you  perceive,  how  he  laughed  at  his  vice  ? 

0th,  O  Jago  ? 

Jag.  And  did  you  fee  the  handkerchief? 

0th.  Was  that  mine  ? 
1  would  have  him  nine  years  a  killing  a  fine  woman,  a  fair  woman,  a  fweet 
woman. 

Jag,  Nay,  you  miril  forget  that. 

0th.  Andkthcr  rotandpcrifh,  and  be  damn'd  tonight,  for  flie  (hall  not 


54  OTHELLO, 

live :  no,  my  heart  is  turn'd  to  a  ftone ;  I  ftrike  it,  and  it  hurts  my  hand :  O 
the  world  has  not  a  Tweeter  creature,  Ihe  might  lie  by- an  Emperors  fide,  and 
command  him  tasks. 

Ja^.  Nay,  that's  not  your  way. 

0th.  Hang  her,  I  do  not  fay  what  (he  is:  So  delicate  with  her  needle,  an 
admirable  Mufician  ^  O  fhe  will  fing  the  favagenefsoutof  a  Bear  of  fo  high 
and  plenteous  wit  and  invention. 

Ja^,  She's  the  worfe  for  all  this. 

0th.  A  thoufand  thoufand  times :  and  then  of  fo  gentle  a  condition.' 
Ja^.  I,  too  gentle. 

0th.  Nay  that's  certain,  but  yet  the  pity  of  it,  Jago^  oh  the  pity. 
Jag.  If  you  be  fo  fond  over  her  iniquity,  give  her  patent  to  offend,  for  if  it 
touches  not  you,  it  comes  near  no  body. 

0th.  I  will  chop  her  inmelles  cuckold  me' 

Jag,  O,  'tis  foul  in  her. 
0th.  With  mine  Officer. 
Jag.  That's  fouler. 

0th.  Get  me  fome  poifon,  ^a^o^  this  night  Pie  not  cxpoftulatc  with  her,  left 
her  bodyand  beauty  unpiTOvide  my  mind  agen,  this  night,  Jago.r- 

Jag,  Do  it^not  with  poyfon,  ftrangle  her  in  her  bed,  even  the  bed  fhe  hath 
contaminated.     ;  •  /  Li!  :      :v)/Uv^id  duh 

0th,  Good,  good,  the  jufticeof  it  pleafes,  very  good. 

Jag.  And  for  Cafio^  let  me  be  his  undertaker :  you  fliall  hear  more  by 
midnight.  Trnrnfet. 

Filter  Lodovico,  Defdemona,  and  Attmdams. 

0th,  Excellent  good  : 
What  Trumpet  is  that  fame? 

Jag,  Something  from  l^enice  fure  ^  'tis  Lodovlco^ 
Come  from  the  Duke,  and  fee,  your  wife  is  with  him.. 

Lod,  Save  you,  worthy  General. 

0th.  With  all  my  heart.  Sir. 

Lod.  The  Duke  and  Senators  of  Venice  gxttl  you. 

0th.  I  kifs  the  inftru^ment  of  their  pleafures. 

Def.  And  what's  the  news,  good  Coufen  Lodovico  ? 

Jag.  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you.  Seignior:  — 

Welcome  to  Cyprus. 

Lod.  I  thank  you,  how  does  Lieutenant  Cajfio  ? 

Jag,  Lives,  Sir. 

Def.  Coufen,  there's  fallen  between  him  and  my  Lord 
An  unkind  breach,  but  you  fhali  make  all  well. 
0th,  Are  you  fure  of  that  ? 
Def.  My  Lord. 

0th.  This  fail  you  not  to  do,  as  you  will  

Lod,  He  did  not  call,  he's  bnfie  in  the  paper  : 
Is  there  Divifion  'cwixt  my  Lord  and  CaJfio  ? 
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Def.  A  moft  unhappy  one,  I  would  do  much 
To  attone  them,  for  the  lov€  I  bear  to  Calpo. 

0th.  Fire  andBrimftoae. 

Def.  My  Lord. 

0th.  Are  you  wife  ? 

Def.  What,  is  he  angry  f 

Lod.  May  be  the  letter  mov'd  him  ^ 
For  as  I  think  they  do  command  him  bomci 
Deputing  Cajfio  in  his  Government. 

Def  Trult  me,  I  am  glad  on't. 

0th.  Indeed. 

Def.  My  Lord. 

Otk  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  mad- 
Def  How,  ir^Q^t  Othello  f 
0th.  Devil. 

Def  I  have  not  defervM  this.' 

Lod.  My  Lord,  this  would  not  be  belicv'd  in  yimcel 
Tho'I  lhould  fwear  I  faw't:  ftis  very  much. 
Make  her  amends,  fhe  weeps* 

0th.  O  Devil,  Devil, 
If  that  the  earth  could  teem  with  womens  tears,'. 
Each  drops  (be  falls  would  prove  a  Crocodile : 
Out  of  my  fight. 

Def  I  will  not  flay  to  cfTend.  you. 

Lod.  Truly  an  obedient  Lady  : 
I  do  befecch  your  Lordfhip  call  her  back.' 

0th.  Miftrefs. 

Def  My  Lord. 

0th.  What  would  you  with  her,  Sir.^ 
Lod.  Who  I,  my  Lord? 

0th.  I,  you  did  wifh  that  I  would  make  her  turn : 
Sir  fhe  can  turn,  and  turn,  and  yet  ^o  on. 
And  turn  again,  and  (be  can  weep.  Sir,  weep } 
And  flic's  obedient,  as  you  fay  obedient. 
Very  obedient,  proceed  you  in  your  tears. 
Concerning  this,  Sir:  O  well  piainted  paffion: 

1  am  commanded  home :  get  you  away, 

rie  fend  for  you  anon:  Sir,  I  obey  the  Mandaic^ 

And  will  return  to  rewce hence,  avant, 

Cafio  IhM  have  my  place-,  and,  Sir,  tonight 

I  do  intreat  that  we  may  fup  together. 

¥ou  are  welcome.  Sir,  to  Cyfrnsj — goats  and  monkies. 

Lod.  Is  this  the  noble  Moor,  whom  our  full  Senate 
Call  all  in  all  fufficientf  This  the  noble  nature. 
Whom  paffion  could  not  ihake  ?  Whpfc  folid  Ycrtue. 
The  ftiot  of  accident,  nor  dart  of  chance 
Couid  neither  graze  nor  pierce  .^ 


OT  HELL  0, 

Ja^.  He  is  much  changed. ,  .  , 

Lod.  Are  his  wits  fafe  /  is  he  not  light  .of  brain  f 

Jag,  He's  that  he  is,  I  may  not  breath  my  cenfurc. 
What  he  might  be,  if  what  he  might  be  he  is  not, 
I  would  to  heaven  he  were. 

Lod.  What,  ftrikehis  Wife! 

Jag.  Faich  that  was  not  ib  well;  jet  WOuM  IJ^aew 
That  ftroak  would  prove  the  ..worft.     : -.^  l^r!':■^  c'y  v 

Lod.  Is  it  his  ufe 
Or  did  the  Letctrs  work  upon  his  blood. 
And  new  create  this  fault/* 

Jag.  Alas,  alas: 
It  is  not  honefty  in  me  to  ^peak 
What  I  have  feen  and  known  ^  you  lhall  obfcrve^A  .v> 
And  his  own  courfes  will  denote  him  fo. 
That  I  may  fave  my  fpeech :  do  but  go  after  him. 
And  mark  how  he  continues.  '-;:!'  :'  ^  ;  : 

Led.  I  am  forr/  that  I  am  deceiv'^Jn  him,\ 

Enter  Othello  and  Emfilliai 

0th.  You  have  feen  Nothing  then* 

Em.  Nor  ever  heard,  nor  ever  did  fufpeft. 

0th.  Yes,  and  you  have  feen  Cafio  and  ftie  together. 

Ew.  But  then  I  faw  no  harm,  and  then  I  heard 
Each  fyllable  that  breath  made  up  between 'em. 

0th.  What,  did  they  never  whilper  V 

Em.  Never,  my  Lord. 

0th.  Nor  fend  you  out  o'the  way 

Em.  Never.  r/feJ  vra^t  c 

0th.  To  fetch  her  Fan,  her  Mask,  her  Gloves,  nor  nothmg. 

Em.  Never,  my  Lord.  o:^  :r'  ; 

0th.  That's  ftrange.  liV  .^^o^-  '.'  * 

Em.  I  durfl:  my  Lord,  to  wager  (he  Is  honeft. 
Lay  down  my  foul  at  ftake:  if  you  think  other. 
Remove  your  thought,  it  doth  abufe  your  bofom. 
If  any  wretch  ha'  put  this  in  your  he^d,  ' 
Let  heaven  require  it  with  the  :Serpents  curfe. 
For  if  fhe  be  not  hoiieft,  chatt,  and  true-, 
There's  no  man  happy,  the  pureft  of  their  wives. 
Is  foul  as  (lander.  .--j^oj   ■  ^^-^^f-E^AI^- 

0th.  Bid  her  come  ;bither,r  go,- jr^^I^^^^^  ,        \  ..oih'N  cts  I'oY 

She  lays  enough,  yet  (he's  a  fimple  •^Bawd,  -  ,:j  ndi  2I  xV-cA  . 
That  cannot  fay  as  much  '.  this  is.Vfubtl^  Us  ni  lis  "  " 

A  clofet  lockandkey,;  of  ,viUanous ;ftcF^t^.,       ir  rr  \:U'ri  ^n'JJm 
And  ye;  (he'll  kneel  and  pray,   1  6a'  feen  her  do't. 
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Enter  Defdemona,  and  Emiliia. 

DeJ\  My  Lord,  what  is  your  will  ? 

0th.  Pray  chuck  come  hither. 

Dtf  What  is  your  pleafure  ? 

0th.  Let  me  fee  your  eyes-  look  in  my  face. 

Def,  What  horrible  fancy's  this  ? 

0th.  Some  of  your  fundlion  Miftrefs, 
Leave  procreants  alone,  and  fhut  the  door, 
CofF,  or  cry  hem,  if  any  body  come, 
Your  Miftrefs,  your  Miftrefs    nay  difpatch. 

Def.  Upon  my  knees.  What  does  your  fpeech  import  ? 
I  under ftand  a  fury  in  your  wor^s, 
But  not  the  words. 

Otlo.  Why,  what  iart  thou? 

Def.  Your  wife  my  Lord,  your  true  and  loyal  Wife. 

0th.  Come,  fwear  it,  dam  thy  felf,' 
Left  being  like  one  of  heaven,  the  devils  thcmfelves 
Should  fear  to  feize  thee,  therefore  bs  double  dafmn'd'V  '! 
Swear  thou  art  honed. 

Def.  Heaven  doth  truly  know  it. 

0th.  Heaven  truly  knows,  that  thou  art  falfe  as  heli. 

Def,  To  whom,  my  Lord,  with  whom  .^^  Kow  am  I  falle  ? 

0th.  O  Defdemom^  away,  away,  away. ^         -  'iT^  . 

Def.  Alas  the  heavy  day,  why  do  you  weep?  • 
Am  1  the  occafion  of  thofe  tears,  my  Lord  ? 
If  haply  you  my  father  do  fufpe^T;, 
An  inrtrument  of  this  your  calling  back. 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me ;  if  yoi|  have  lolt  him, 
Why  I  have  lofl:  him  too.  ■     =    ^'  ^'^'Cf:  .  - 

0th.  Had  it  pleasM  heaven  r-'^'^Jiii^^  lioV 
To  try  me  with  a[Bi(n:ion,  had^li^' ^ain'S^ 
All  kinds  of  fores,  and  fha'mes  on  hiy  bare  head, 
SceepM  me  in  poverty  to- the  vei7  lips. 
Given  to  captivity,  me  and*  my  b6p6s,  • 
1  iho'ild  have  found  in. Tome  part'of  my' fpiil  '•' 
A  drop  of  pacience    burklas  to  make'^iie 
A  fixed  figure,  for  the  time  of  fcorn. 

To  point  his  flow  unmoving  finger  at  oh, '  oh, 

Yet  could  1  bear  that  too,  well,  very  well. 

But  there,  where  1  hpv:  garnerM  up  ray  hearty 

Where  either  I  mufl  live,  or  bear  nolife. 

The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  riinS;'  '  ' 

Or  clfe  dries  up,  to  be  difcarded  thence,  - 

Or  keep  it  asaCeftern,  for  foulToads' 

To  knot  and  gender  in :  turn.thy  cbmpk^'ibn  th^re, 

^  Patici:  . 
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^  Patience  thy  young  and  rofe-IipM  Cherubin> 
I  here  look  grim  as  hell. 

Def.  I  hope  my  noble  Lord  efteems  me  honeft  ? 
0th,  O  I,  as  fummers  flies  are  ia  the  (hambles. 
That  quicken  even  with  blowing : 

0  thou  black  weed,  why  art  fo  lovely  fair  ? 

Thou  fmeirft  fo  fweet,  that  the  fence  akes  at  thee,. 
Would  thou  hadfl:  ne're  been  born. 

Def  Alas,  what  ignorant  fin  have  I  committed? 

0th.  Was  this  fair  paper,  this  moft  goodly  book»^ 

Made  to  write  whore  upon  ?-  What  committed  ? 

Committed :  Oh  thou  publick  Commoner  ^ 

1  fhould  make  very  forges  of  my  cheeks, 
That  would  to  cinders  burn  up  modefty. 

Did  I  but  fpeak  thy  deeds*  what  committed? 
Heaven  flops  the  nofe  at  it,  and  the  Moon  winks  5 
The  baudy  wind  that  kifles  all  it  meets. 
Is  hufht  within  the  hallow  Mine  of  earth, 

Ajid  will  not  hear^t :  what  committed  ■ — ^ipipudent  ttruropet  ' : 

De/,  By  heaven  you  do  me  wrong. 

Otk  Are.  not  you  a .  ftrurapet ! 

Def,  No,  as- 1  am  a  Chri&ian  : 
If  to  preferve  this  veffel  for  my  Lord, 
Ffom  any  other  foul  unlawful  touch. 
Be  not  to  be  a  ftrumpet,  I  am  none» 

0th.  WJiat,   not  a  whore  ? 

De/.  No,  as  1  fhall  be  faved. 

0th.  Wi  poffible 

Def,  O  heaven  forgive  us. 

OtL  I  cry  you  mercy  then^ 
I  took  you  for  that  cunning  whore  of  f^mce  ^^Pf^\  Eo^iPi^* 

That  married  with  Othello:  You  Miftrefs,  ^ 
That  have  the  office  oppofite  to  SuPeter^ 
And  keeps  the  gates  in  hell    you,  you,  I  you  \ 
We  ha'  done  our  courfe :  there's  money  for  your  pains, 
i  pray  you  turn  the  key^,  and  keep  our  counfel.  L^.*^. 

Em.  Alas,  what  does  this  Gentleman  conceive  .* 
How  do  you,  Madam?  how  doypu^  ray  good  Lady? 

Def.  Faith  half  a  fleep. 

Em.  Qpod  Madam,  what's  the  matter  with  my  Lqrd  ? 
Def,  With  who  f 

Em.  Why,  with  my  Lord^  Madam. 

Bef,  W^o  is  thy  Lord  ? 

Em.  He  that  is  yours,  fweet  Lady. 

DeJ^.  I  ha' none,  do  not  talk  to  me -E^wV//^  ; 
I  cannot  weep,  nor  anfwer  have  t  none, 
B;ut  what  fhould  go  by  water:  prethee  to  night 

Lay 
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i^zy  on  my  bed  my  wedding-fheets^  remember, 
And  call  thy  husband  hither. 

Em.  Here  is  a  change  indeed.  ^Exit. 

Def.  'Tis  meet  1  ftiould  be  usM  fo,  very  meet. 
How  haye  I  beeir  behav'd,  that  he  might  ftick 
The  fmairft  opinion  on  my  leaft  mifufe  lEr^ter  Jago 

Jag,  What  is  your  pkafure,  Madam  ?  ^ffd  Emillia. 

How  is't  with  you? 

Def.  1  cannot  tell,  thofe  that  do  teach  young  babes, 
Do  it  with  gentle  means,  and  eafie  tasks  y 
He  might  ha'  chid  me  fo,  for  in  good  faith, 
1  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

Jag.  What  is  the  matter.  Lady  ? 

Em.  Alas,  Jago^  my  Lord  hath  fo  bewhorM  her. 
Thrown  fuch  defpite  and  heavy  tearms  upon  her 
As  true  hearts  cannot  bear. 

Def.  Am  I  that  pame,  Jago  ?  — 

Jag.  What  name,  fair  Lady  ? 

Def.  Such  as  flie  fays,  ray  Lord  did  fay  I  was. 

Em.  He  callM  her  whore  ;  a  beggar  in  his  drink 
Could  not  have  laid  fuch  tearms  upon  bis  Callet. 

ya^.  Why  did  he  fo  ?  » 

Def.  I  do  not  know,  I  am  fure  I  am  none  fuch. 

Jag.  Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep :  alas  the  day. 

Em.  Has  fhe  forfook  fo  many  noble  matcnes, 
Her  Father,  and  her  Country,  and  her  Friends, 
To  be  callM  whore  ?  would  it  not  make  one  weep  / 

Def.  It  is  my  wretched  fortune. 

Jag^  Beflirew  him  for  it:  how  comes  this  trick  upon  him? 

Def  Nay,  heaven  doth  know. 

Em,  I  will  behang'd,  if  fome  eternal  vUlain^ 
Some  bufie  and  infinuating  rogue, 
-  Some  cogging,  coufcning  flave,  to  get  fome  office. 
Have  not  devisM  this  flander,  Tic  be  han^'d  elfe. 

J^g.  Fie,  there  is  no  fuch  man,  it  is  impofliblc. 

Def  If  any  fuch  there  are,  heaven  pardon  him. 

Em,  A  hakar  pardon  him,  and  hell  gnaw  his  bones : 
Why  fhould  he  call  her  whore?  who  keeps  her  comnany.^ 
What  place,  what  time,  what  form,  what  likelihood  r 
The  Moor's  abusM  by  fome  moft  villanous  knave. 
Some  bafe  notorious  knave,  fome  fcurvy  fellow ; 
O  heaven,  that  fuch  companions  thou'dft  unfold. 
And  put  in  every  honeft:  hand  a  whip. 
To  lalh  the  rafcal  naked  through  the  world. 
Even  from  theeaft  to  th'  weft. 

Jag.  Speak  within  doors. 

Em.  O  fk  Upon  him^  fome  fuch  Squire  he  was, 

I  2  That 
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That  turnM  your  wit,  the  ^feamy  fide  without 
And  made  you  to  fufped  me  with  the  Mpor/ ' 

-  J^g^  You  are  a  fool,  go  to. 

BtJ,  O  good  Jago^  .  ' 
What  Hiaii  i  do  to  win  my  tord  again  ? 
Good  friend  go  to  him,  for  by  this  light  of  heaven, 
1  know- not  how  1  loft  him. 
Here  1  kneel  : 

Ife're  my  will  did  tVefpafs 'gainft  his  love, 

Eich  r  in  difcourfe,  or  thoughty 'or  aftual  deed. 

Or  that  mine  eyes,  mine  ear?,  or  any  fence. 

Delighted  them  in  any  other  form 

Or  than  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did. 

And  ever  will  (though  he- do  fhake  me  ofF 

To  beggerly  divorcement,) Tove  him' dearly  : 

Gomforc  forfwear  me^  unkindnefs  may  do  much, 

And  his  unkindnefs  may  defeat  my  Life, 

But  never  taint  my  love,  I  cannot  fay  whore. 

It  doth  abhor  me,  now  I  fpeak  the  Word, 

To  do  the  ad,  that  might  th'  addition  earn. 

Not  the  worlds  mafs  of  vanity  could  make  me.  ^ 
Jag.  I  pray  you  be  content,  \is  but  his  humour. 

The  bufinefs  of  the  State  does  him'  ofTence,' 

And  he  does  chide  with  you. 

Bef.  If 'twere  no  other.'  -  .- 
Jag,  'Tis  but  fo,  I ^ warrant- -ySu>-  '  •  "laH 

Hark  how  thefe  inftrumtents  fiii^mon  you  tO' fupper.  • 

The  meat,  great.  Meflengers  of  I'^enice  ^zdij 

Go  in,  and  weep  not,  aTl  things  (hall  be  well.  [_Bxit  mm^n,  ^ 

How  now  Roderigo?  •  ^    iiivu^       C£wr  Roderigo. 

Rod.  I  do  not  find  that  ,  thou  deaPft  juftfy'w'f^hrime.  ' 

Jag.  What  in  the  contrary  f  ^  . 

Rod.  Everyday  thou  dofFeft  me  with  Tome  device,  J^g-o\  andr^ather  as  it 
feems  to  me  now,  keep'ft  from  me  all  convcnieiicy,  than  fupplied  me  with  the- 
leaft  advantage  of  hope^*  I  will  indeed  no  longer  indure  ic,  nor  am  I  yetper- 
fwaded  to  put  up  in  peace,  what  already  I  have  foolifhly  fuffered. 

Jag.  VViil  you  hear  me,  Roderigo} 

Rod.  Sir  1  have  heard  too  much, 
For  your  words  and  performance 
Are  no  kin  together. 

Jag.  You  charge  me  moft  unjuftly. 

Rod.  With  nought  but  truth  :  1  have  wafted  my  felf  out  of  means ;  the- 
Jewels  you  have  had  from  me,  to  deliver  to  Defdernona-,  would  half  have  cor- 
rupted a  Votarift  :  you  have  told  me  ftie  has  reccivM''em,  and  returned  me 
expedtacion,  and  comforts  of  fuddea  refpeft  and  acquaintance,  but  I  find 
none. 

Jag.  WelJj  goto,  verywelL 

Rod. 
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Rod.  Very  well,  goto,  I  cannot  go  to  (man,)  nor'tisnot  very  well;  I  fay 
''tis  very  fcurvy,  and  begin  to  find  my  felf  fopt  in  it. 
Jag,  Very  well. 

Ro<i,  I  fay  it  is  not  very  well :  I  will  make  my  felf  known  to  Defdemom  ;  if 
fte  will  return  me  my  Jewels,  I  will  give  over  my  fuit,  and  repent  my  un- 
lawful fblicitation,  if  not,  alFure  your  felf,  Pie  feek  fatisfadion  of  you. 

Jag,  You  have  faid  now. 

Rod,  I,  and  faid  nothing,  but  what  I  proteft  entendment  of  doing. 

Jdg.  Why  now  1  fee  there's  mettle  in  thee,  and  even  from  this  inftant,  do 
build  on  thee  a  better  opinion  than  ever  before  \  give  me  thy  hand,  Rodcngo : 
Thou  haft  taken  againft  me  a  moftjufl:  conception,  but  yet  I  protelt,  1  have 
dealt  moft  diretlly  in  thy  affair. 

Rod.  It  hath  not  appeared. 

Jag.  I  grant  ind^  it  hath  not  appeared,  and  your  fufpicion  is  not  without 
wi^and  judgment:  Bui,  Roderigo^  if  thou  haft  that  within  thee  indeed,  which  I  - 
have  greater  reafon  to  bjlieve  now,  than  ever,  I  mean,  purpofe,  courage,and 
valour:,  this  night  fhew  it ;  if  thou  the  next  night  following  enjoyeft  not  Def- 
demona^  take  me  from  this  world  withireadiery,  and  deyife.enginesfor  my  life. 

Rod,  Well,  is  it  within  reafon  and  compafs  ? 

Jag.  Sir,  there  is  fpecialcommiflion  come  from  Venice,^ 
To  depute  Caffio  in  Othdlo^s  Place. 

Rod.  Is  that  true?  why  ihcnOthello  and  Defdemo?ia 
Return  again  to  F'emce. 

Jag.  O  no,  he  goes  into  MaHntama^  and  takes  away  with  him 
The  fair  Defdemona^  unlefs  his  abode  be  lingerM 
Here  by  fome  accident,  wherein  none  can  be  fo  determinate, 
As  the  removing  of  Caffw, 

Rod.  How  do  you  mean  removing  of  him? 

Jag,  Why,  by  making  him  uncapable  of  Othello^s  place, 
Knocking  out  his  brains. 

Rod.  And  that  you  would  have  me  to  do. 

Jag  1,  and  if  you  dare  do  your  felf  a  profit  and  right  :  he  fups  to  night , 
with  a  harlotry,  and  thither  will  I  go  to  him  — -he  knows  r.ot  yet  of  his 
honourable  fortune:  if  you  will  watch  his  going  thence,  which  1  will  fafliion  to 
fallout  between  twelve  and  one,  you  may  take  him  at  your  pleafure  :  1  will 
be  near  to  fecond  your  attempt,  and  he  (hall  fall  between  us :  come,  ftand  not 
amazM  at  it,  buc  go  along  with  me,  I  will  fhew  you  fuch  a  neccflity  in  his  death, 
that  youfhall  think  your  felf  bound  to  put  it  on  him.  Ic  is  now  high  fuppcr 
time,  and  the  night  grows  to  wafte:  about  it. 

Rod.  1  will  hear  tu^rtherreafon  for  this. 

J^ig.  And  you  ihall  be  fatisficd.  [£.vf«wr 

i:;;rfr  Othello,  Defdemona,  Lodovico,  Emillin, 
^'^^d  Attcndatits, 

Lod.  IdobcfcechyouSir,  trouble  your  felf  no  further. 
Ot^^  O  pardon  me,  it  flialldo  megood  to  walk, 

T.Oii, 
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Lod,  Madam,  good  night,  I  humbly  thank  your  Ladilbip. 
Def.  Your  Honour  is  moft  welcome. 

0th,  Will  you  walk,  Sir  :  O  Defde^ona. 

Def.  My  Lord. 

0th.  Gee  you  lo  bed  o'the  inftant,  I  wFll  be  f cturri'd,  forthwith  diTpatcb 

your  Attendant  there.  ~look  it  be  done.  [Exttmt. 

Def,  I  will,  my  Lord. 

Em.  How  does  it  now he  looks  gentler  than  h€  did. 

Bef.  He  fays  he  will  return  incontinent  -: 
He  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed, 
And  bad  me  to  difmifs  you. 

Em,  Difmifs  me  ? 

E}ef,  it  was  his  bidding,  therefore  good  EmilUa^ 
Give  me  my  nightl/  wearing,  and  adieu. 
We  mufl:  not  now  difpleafe  him. 

Em,  Would  you  had  never  feen  him. 

Def.  So  would  not  I,  my  love  doth  fo  approve  him. 
That  even  his  ftubbornnefs,  his  checks  and  frowns, 
(Prethee  unpin  me)  have  grace  and  favour  in  them, 

Em,  I  have  laid  thofe  flieets  you  bad  me  on  the  bed. 

Def,  All's  one,  good  father  j  how  foolifh  are  our  minds ; 
If  I  do  die  before  thee,  prethee  (hroud  me 
In  one  of  thofe  fame  fheets. 

Em.  Come,  come,  you  talk. 

Def  My  mother  had  a  Maid  calPd  Barbary^ 
She  was  in  love,  and  he  (he  lovM  prov'd  mad. 
And  did  forfake  her  *,  fhe  had  a  Song  of  willow. 
An  old  thing 'twas,  but  it  exprelt  her  fortune, 
And  flie  died  finging  it    that  fong  to  night 
Will  not  go  from  my  mind  : 
I  have  much  to  do 

But  to  go  hang  my  head  all  at  one  fide,  and  fing  it  like  poor  Barbary  prctbce 
difpatch. 

Em.  Shall  I  go  fetch  your  night-gown  ? 
Def.  No,  unpin  me  here. 
This  JLodovico  is  a  proper  man. 
Em.  A  very  handfome  man. 
Def,  Hefpeaks  well. 

Em.  I  know  a  Lady  in  Fenicey  would  have  walk'd  barefooted  to  Palefiifie  for 
a  touch  of  his  neither  lip. 

Dcfdemona 

The  poor  foul  fat  fghing  by  a  ficamore  tree.^ 

fwg  all  a  green  willow.^ 
Her  hand  on  her  bofome.^  her  head  on  her  kfiee^ 

fing  willow^  Willow  J  VP  t  How  j 

The 
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The  frejh  ftreams  ran  by  her^  and  mHrmnr^d  her  moans^ 

png  willow^  willow^  willow^ 
Her  fait  tears  fell  from  her^  which  foftned  the  fiones^ 

fmg  willow^  &c.  (LaybythefeJ 

voUIoWt^  willow, 

^Prithee^  hie  thee,  he'll  come  anon.)  / 
Sing  all  a  green  willow  mnft  he  my.  garland,  ^ 

Let  no  body  blame  him^  his  fcorn  I  apfrove  : 
(Nay,  that's  not  next:  hark,  who's  that  knocks 0 
Em,  'Tis  the  wind. 

Def.  /  calPd  my  Love  falfe^  but  what  favd  he  then  f  - 
fmg  willow^  willow^  willow^ 

If  1  court  mo  women^  yofPl  conch  with  mo  men. 
So,  get  thee  gone,  good  night,  mine  eyes  do  itch, 
Does  that  bode  weeping  ? 

Em,  'Tis  neither  here  nor  there. 

Bef,  I  have  heard  it  faid  fo    O  thefe  men,  thefe  men : 
Doft  thou  in  confcience  think  (tell  me  Emtllia^) 
TTiat  there  be  women  do  abufe  their  husbands 
In  fuch  grofs  kinds  ?  " 

Em.  There  be  fome-fuch,  no  queftion. 

Def  Wouldft  thou  do  fuch  a  thing,. for  all  the  worlds 

Em,  Why,  would  not  you  ? 

Def,  No,  by  this  heavenly  light. 

Em,  Nor  I  neither,  by  this  heavenly  light, 
I  might  as  well  do  it  in  the  dark. 

Def,  Wouldft  thou  do  fuch  a  deed,  for  all  the  world  f 

Em,  The  world  is  a  huge  thing,  it  is  a  great  price 
For  a  fmall  vice. 

Def,  In  troth  I  think  thou  wouldft  not. 

Em.  In  troth  I  think  I  fliould,  and  undo'twhen  I  had  done  it,  marry 
I  would  not  do  fuch  a  thing  for  a  joynt-ring,  or  for  meafures  of  Lawn,  nor  for 
Gowns,  Petticots,  or  Caps,  nor  any  petty  exibition :  but  for  the  whole  world  .* 
why  who  would  not  make  her  husband  a  Cuckold  to  make  him  a  Monarch  ?  I 
fliould  venture  purgatory  for  it. 

Def  Bcfhrew  me,  if  I  would  do  fiich  wrong  , 
For  the  whole  world. 

Em,  Why,  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  iW  World  ;  and  having  the  world 
for  your  labour,  'tis  a  wrong  in  your  own  world,  and  you  might  quickly  make 
it  right. 

Def,  I  do  not  think  there  is  any  fuch  woman. 

Em.  Yes,  a  dozen,  and  as  many  to  the  vantage,  as  would  ftore  the  world 
they  played  for. 

But  I  do  think  it  i$  their  husbands  faults. 
If  wives  do  fall :  (fay  that  they  flack  their  duties, 
And  pour  our  treafures  into  foreign  laps, 

Or 


64-  O.r  HELLO, 

Or  elfe  break  out  ia  peeyifh  jealoufies,  • 
Throwing  reftraiat  upon  us:  or  fay  they  llrike  us. 
Or  fcanc  our  former  having- in  defpightj 
Why  we  have  galls,^  and  though  we  have  fome  grace, 
Yet  have  yi^e  fome  revenge :  Let  husbinds  know 
Their  wives  have  fence  like  them    they  fee,  and  fmell, 
And  have  thtir  paliats  both  for  fweet  and  fowre. 
As  husbands  have:  what  is  it  that  they  do. 
When  they  change  us  for  others-/  is  it  fport  ? 
1  think  it  is;  and  doth  affedion  breed  it 
I  think  ic  dQth;  is^t  frailty  that  thus  errs  f 
It  is  fo  too-,  and  have  not ' we  afFedtions.^ 
Defires-for  fport?  and  frailty  as  men  have  f 
Then  let  'em  ufe  .us  well, , elfe,  let  'em  , know, ^ 
The  ills  we  do,  their-iiU  inftrud  us  fo.    ^  .  • 

Def.  Good  night,  good  night,  heaven  me  fuch  qfes  fend, 
Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad,  but  by  bad  rpeod.  lExem, 


Adus  Quintus,  Scoena  prima. 

Efifer  Jago  an^  Roderigo. 

y^^.  TTEre  ftand  behind  this^'bullc!,*  feaight:'^^^^^  '  , 

JlI  Wear  thy  good  Rapiet:  b^re'^'and  put  it  home, 
Quick,  quick,  fear  jiothirig.  Pie  be  at  thy  elbow: 
It  makes  us,  orit'marrs  us,  think  of  that. 

And  fix  more  firm  thy  refolutioii..  ^  ,  .  ,  , 

Rod,  Be.  near  :^L-hand^  I  may  '^lifcarry  iji'l;./ .  ^.^.^'j'  -  'V  uV  ' 

Ja^.  Here  at  thy  hand,,  be;,  botd  a;id..takp'"tj]y  ,3^ajidv;  ,,  ^  , 

Rod,  I  have  ^p  , great  devotion' to  ih^  deed  "^^^        ^    ' :  .     '  " 

And  yet  he  has  given  me  fatisfying  reafons  5 

'Tis  but  a  man  gon  :  forth  myfword,  he  dies. 
Jag.  I  haverubM  this  young  Quat  almofl  to  the  feipfe, 

And  he  grows  angry,  now,  whether  he  kill  CaJfioy'\''- 

Or  Cafw  him,  or  each  do  kili.the^ other,         ^.  ^v/  • 

Lvery  way  makes  my  game ;  live  Rodengo^..  :  ,  ,-  /  n 

He  calls  me  to  a  reflitution  large. 

For  Gold  and  Jewels  that  I  bob'd  from  him. 

As  gifts  to  l>ef4mor7a  : 

It  muftnotbe:  if  Cajpo  do  remain, 

He  has  a  dayly  beauty  in  his  life. 

That  makes  me  ugly :  and  befides  tHe.Moor 

May  unfold  me  to  him  j  there  Hand  I  in  much  peril : 

No 
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No,  he  mufl;  die,  be't  fo^  I  hear  him  coming. 

Enter  Caffio. 

Rod.  I  know  his  gate,  'tis  he  ^  villain  thoudieft. 

Caf.  That  thruft  had  been  my  enemy  indeed. 
But  that  my  coat  is  better  than  thou  know'ft  j 
I  will  make  proof  of  thine. 
^  Rod.       I  am  flain. 

Caf.  I  am  maimM  for  ever,  light  ho,  murder. 

£«^er  Othello* 

0th.  The  voice  of  Cajfio^  Jago  keeps  his  word. 

Rod.  O  Villain,  that  I  am. 

0th.  Hark,  'tis  even  fo. 

Caf.  O  help  ho,  light,  a  Surgeon. 

0th,  'Tis  he,  O  brave  Jago^  honeft  and  juft. 
That  haft  fuch  noble  fenfe  of  thy  friends  wrong. 

Thou  teacheft  me   -minion,  your  Dear  lies  dead. 

And  your  unbleft  fate  hies ;  ftrumpet  I  come  \ 

Forth  of  my  heart,  thofe  charms,  thine  eyes,  are  blotted. 

Thy  bed  luft-ftain'd,  (hall  with  luft's  blood  be  fpotted. 

Enter  Lodovico  and  Gratiano. 

Caf.  What  ho,  no  watch,  no  paflagc,  murder,  murder. 
Gra,  Tis  fome  mifchance,  the  cry  is  very  direful. 
Caf.  O  help.  Ud.  Hark. 

Lod.  O  wretched  villain. 

Lod.  Two  or  three  grones,  it  is  a  heavy  night  •, 
Thefe  may  be  counterfeits,  let's  think't  unfafe 
To  come  into  the  cry  without  more  help. 

Rod.  No  body  come,  then  (hall  I  bleed  to  death- 

Enter  Jago  rvith  a  Light. 

Lod.  Hark. 

Gra.  Here's  one  comes  in  his  fhirt,  with  lights  and  weapons. 
Jag,  Who's  there  ?  whofe  noife  is  this  that  cries  out  murder 
Lod.  I  do  not  know. 
J^ig,  Did  not  you  hear  a  cry  ? 
Caf.  Here,  here,  for  heavens  fake  help  nic. 
Jag.  What^  the  matter  ? 
T  Gra.  This  is  Othdlo\  Ancient  as  1  take  it.  ' 
Lod,  The  lame  indeed,  a  very  valiant  fellow. 
Jag.  What  arc  you  hsrc  that  cry  fo  gricvoufly  ? 

Iv 
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Caf.  "jctgo^  O  I  am  fpoird,  undone  by  villains, 
Give  me  fome  help. 

7^^.  O  me,  Lieutenant,  what  villains  have  done  this 

Caf.  I  think  the  one  of  them  is  hereabout. 
And  cannot  make  a  way. 

J^g.  O  treacherous  villains : 
What  are  you  there  ?  come  in  and  give  fome  help. 

'^od,  O  help  me  here. 

C^f,  That's  one  of 'em. 

J^g.  O  morderous  flave,  O  villain.  [ThrHjlshimirt. 

Rod,  O  damnM  Jago^  O  inhuman  dog,  o,  o,  o. 

y^g.  Kill  men  i'th'  dark  ?  where  be  thofe  bloody  thieves  ? 
How  filent  is  this  Town  }  Ho,  murder,  murder: 
What  may  you  be    are  you  of  good  or  evil? 

Lod,  As  you  (hall  prove  us,  praife  us. 

Jag,  Seignior  Lodovico. 

Lod,  He,  Sir. 

Jag.  I  cry  you  mercy :  here's  Caffio  hurt  by  villains. 
Gra.  Caffio. 

Jag,  How  is  it  brother  ? 
Caf.  My  leg  is  cut  in  two. 
Jag,  Marry  heaven  forbid.^ 
Light  Gentlemen,  Tie  bind  it  with  my  Ihirt. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bta,  What  is  the  matter  ho,  who  is't  that  cried  ? 
Jag.  Who  is't  that  cried  ? 

Bia.  O  my  dt^r  CaJJio^  O  my  fweet  C^//io,  Caffio,  Caffio^ 
Jag,  O  notable  ftrumpet :  Caffio^  may  you  fufpeft 
Who  they  fhould  be  that  thus  have  mangled  you  ? 
Caf,  No. 

4^ra,  I  am  forry  to  find  you  thus,  I  have  been  to  feek  you. 

Jag.  Lend  me  a  garter,  fo :  ho  for  a  chair  to  bear  him  eafily  henee. 

Bia,  Alas  he  faints ;  O  Cafio^  Caffio^^  Caffio. 

Jag,  Gentlemen  all.    I  do  fufpeft  this  Train 
Totxara  part  in  this  injury:  patience  a  while  good  C^j/^o: 
Come,  come,  lend  me  a  light: 
Know  we  this  face,  or  no  ? 
Alas  my  friend,  and  my  dear  country-man  : 
Roderigo}  no,  yes  fure;  yes,  'tis  Roderigo, 

Gra.  What,  of  f^enice? 

Jag.  Even  he.  Sir,  did  you  know  him 

Gra.  Know  him  I. 

Jag.  Seignior  Gratiano^  I  cry  you  gentle  pardon  : 
Tiiefe  bloody  accidents  muft  excufemy  manners: 
That  fo  neglefted  you. 
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Gra.  I  am  glad  to  fee  yoa. 

Jag.  How  do  you,  Cajfio'i      a  chair,  a  chair. 

Gra,  Roderigo  ? 

Jag.  He,  'tis  he :  O  that's  well  faid,  a  chair : 
Some  good  man  bear  him  carefully  from  hence, 
I'le  fetch  the  General's  Surgeon :  for  you,  Miftrefs, 
Save  you  your  labour  ^  he  that  lies  flain  here,  ( Cajfio,) 
Was  ray  dear  friend  ^  what  malice  was  betwixt  you  ? 
Caf.  None  in  the  world,  nor  do  1  know  the  man. 

Jag,  What,  look  you  palei*  O  bear  him  out  o'th' air. 
Stay  you  good  Gentlewoman,  look  you  pale,  Miftrefs  ? 
Do  you  perceive  the  geftures  of  her  eye? 
Nay,  an  you  ftir,  we  (hall  have  more  anon : 
Behold  her  well  I  pray  you,  look  upon  her. 
Do  you  fee  Gentlemen?  nay  guiltinefs 
Will  fpeak,  though  tongues  were  out  of  ufe. 

Em,  'Las  what's  the  matter  ?  what's  the  matter  husband 

Jag.  Cajfio  has  been  fet  on  in  the  dark. 
By  Roderigo^  and  fellows  that  are  fcap't. 
He's  almoft  flain,  and  Roderigo  dead. 

Em.  Alas  good  Gentleman,  alas  good  Caffio. 

Jag.  This  is  the  fruit  of  whoring  ^  prithee  EmilliA 
Go  know  of  Caffto  where  he  fupt  to  night. 
What,  do  you  fhake  at  that  ? 

Bia.  He  fopt  at  my  houfe,  but  I  therefore  fliake  not. 

Jag.  O  did  he  fo,  I  charge  you  go  with  me. 

Em,  Fie  upon  thee,  ftrumpet. 

Bia,  I  am  no  ftrumpet,  but  of  life  as  honeft. 
As  you  that  abufe  me. 

Em,  As  I  i  now  fie  upon  thee. 

Jag,  Kind  Gentlemen,  let's  go  (ee  poor  Caffio  dreft  ^ 
Come  Miftrefs,  you  muft  tell's  another  tale. 
Emillia^  run  you  to  the  Cittadel, 
And  tell  my  Lord  and  Lady  what  has  hapt : 
Will  you  go  on,  1  pray.?  this  is  the  night. 
That  either  makes  me,  or  foredocs  me  quite. 

Enter  Othello  mth  a  light ^  and  Defdcmona  in  her 

0th.  It  is  the  caufc,  it  is  the  caufe,  my  foul. 
Let  mc  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chaft  ftars : 
It  is  the  caufe,  yet  Pie  not  (hcd  her  blood. 
Nor  fear  that  whiter  skin  of  hers  than  fnow. 
And  fmoothas  monumental  alablafter; 
Yet  nic  muft  die,  elfc  fhc'll  betray  more  men, 
Put  out  the  light,  and  then  pjt  out  the  light  r 
If  I  quench  thee,  thou  flaming  Miniftcr, 
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1  can  again  thy  former  light  reftore, 

Should  I  repent  me    but  once  put  out  thine. 

Thou  cunningft  pattern  of  excelling  nature, 

1  know  not  where  is  that  Promenan  heat 

That  can  thy  light  relumine:  when  I  have  pluckt  the  rofc 

1  cannot  give  it  vital  growth  again, 

It  muft  needs  wither^  Tie  fmeli  it  on  the  tree ^ 

A  balmy  breath,  that  does  almoft  perfwade 

Juftice  her  felf  to  break  her  fword:  one  more^ 

Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I  will  kill  thee. 

And  love  thee  after  :  one  more,  and  this  the  lall  : 

So  fweet  was  neVe  fo  fatal :  1  muft:  weep, 

But  they  are  cruel  tears :  this  forrow's  heavenly. 

It  ftrikes  where  it  does  love :  Ihe  wakes. 

Bef.  Who's  there  ?  Othello  ? 

0th.  I,  Defdemona. 

Def.  Will  you  come  to  bed  my  Lord  ? 
0th.  Have  you  prayed  to  night,  Defdemonat 
Bef.  I,  my  Lord. 

0th,  If  you  bethink  your  felf  of  any  crime, 
UnreconcilM  as  yet  to  heaven  and  grace, 
Sollicite  for  ic  ftraight. 

Def.  Alas  my  Lord,  what  do  you  mean  by  thatf 

Oth.  Well,  do  it,  and  be  brief,  I  will  walk  by, 
I  will  not  kill  thy  unprepared  fpirit. 
No,  heaven  forefend,  I  would  not  kill  thy  foul. 

Def.  Talk  you  of  killing? 

Oth.  I,  I  do. 

Def  Then  heaven  have  mercy  on  mc. 

Oth,  Amen,  with  all  my  heart. 

Def  If  you  fay  fo,  I  hope  you  will  not  kill  me. 

Oth.  Hum. 

Def  And  yet  I  fear  you,  for  y'are  fatal  then 
When  your  eyes  roul  fo :  why  I  fliould  fear,  I  know  not. 
Since  guiltinefs  I  know  not,  but  yet  I  feel  I  fear. 

Oth.  Think  on  thy  fins. 

Def  They  are  loves  I  bear  to  you. 

Oth,  And  for  that  thou  dieft;. 

Def  That  death's  unnatural,  that  kills  for  loving 
Alas,  why  gnaw  you  fo  your  neather  lip : 
Some  bloody  paffion  fhakes  your  very  frame, 
Thefe  are  portents:  but  yet  I  hope 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 

Oth.  Peace,  and  be  ftilL 

Def  I  will  fo,  what's  the  matter? 

Oth,  That  handkerchief  which  I  fo  lovM  and  gave  thee, 
Thou  gavell  to  Ca(fi9, 


the  Moor  of  Venice. 


6s 


Def.  No,  by  my  life  and  foul. 
Send  for  the  man,  and  ask  him. 

0th,  Sweet  Soul  take  heed,  take  heed  of  perjury, 
Thou  art  on  thy  death-bed. 

Def.  I,  but  not  yet  to  die. 
0th,  Yes,  prefently  * 
Therefore  confefs  thee  freely  of  thy  fin. 
For  to  deny  each  article  with  oath 
Cannot  remove,  nor  choak  the  ftrong  conception 
That  I  do  groan  withal :  thou  art  to  die. 

Def.  Then  Lord  have  mercy  on  me^ 

0th.  I  fay.  Amen. 

Def  And  have  you  mercy  too. 
I  never  did  offend  you  in  my  life, — never  lov'd  Cajfho^ 
But  with  fuch  general  warranty  of  heaven. 
As  I  might  love  ^  I  never  gave  him  token. 

0th,  By  heaven  I  faw  my  handkerchief  in  his  hand  : 
D  perjur'd  woman,  thou  doft  ftone  my  heart. 
And  mak'ft  me  call,  what  I  intend  to  do, 
A  murder,  which  I  thought  a  facrifice  *, 
I  faw  the  handkerchief 

Def.  He  found  it  then, 
I  never  gave  it  him,  fend  for  him  hither. 
Let  him  confefs  a  truth. 

0th,  He  has  confeft  ? 

Def  What,  my  Lord.^ 

0th,  That  he  hath  ufed  thee^ 

Def  How,  unlawfully.^ 

0th.  I. 

Def.  He  will  not  fay  fo. 

0th,  No  his  mouth  is  ftopM. 
Honeft  Jago  hath  ta'ne  order  for^t. 

Def  My  fear  interprets  then,  what  is  he  dead? 

0th,  Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives. 
My  great  revenge  had  ftomack  for  em  all. 

Def  Alas  he  is  betray^,  and  I  undone. 

0th.  O  ftrumpet,  weepeft  thou  for  him  to  my  face- 

Def,  O  banifh  .me  my  Lord,  but  kill  me  not. 

0th.  Down  ftrumpet. 

DeJ,  Kill  me  to  morrow,  let  me  live  to  night. 
0th,  Nay,  an  you  ftrive. 


Em,  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  what  ho,  my  Lord,  my  Lord. 
0th,  What  voice  is  this  ?  not  dead  ?  not  yet  quite  dead  ? 


0th.  Being  done  there  is  no  paufe. 
Def.  But  while  I  fay  one  prayer. 
0th.  'Tis  too  late. 


[}}e  ftifUs  her. 
CEmillia  calls  within. 
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i  that  am  cruel,  am  yet  merciful, 

1  would  not  have  thee  linger  in  thy  pain  ^  fo,  fo. 

Em.  What  ho,  my  Lord,  |ny  Lord. 

0th.  Who's  there? 

Em.  O  good  my  Lord,  IMe  fpeak  a  word  with  you. 

0th.  Yes,  'tis  Emillia^  by  and  by,  fhe's  dead : 
'Tis  like  (ha  comes  to  fpeak  of  Cajfi6*s  death  j 
The  noife  was  here ;  ho,  no  more  moving. 
Still  as  the  grave  *,  fhall  Ihe  come  in  ?  wer^t  good  ? 
1  think  fhe  ftirs  again  ^  no,  what^s  the  befl:  ? 
If  flie  come  in,  flie'll  fure  fpeak  to  my  wife. 
My  wife,  my  wife,  what  wife/*  I  ha  no  wife  • 
O  infupportable ;.  O  heavy  hour. 
Methinks  it  fliould  be  now  a  huge  Eclipfe 
Of  Sun  and  Moon,  and  that  the  affrighted  Globe 
Should  yawn  at  alteration. 

Em.  I  do  befeech  you  I  may  ipeak  with  you,  O  good  my  Lord, 

0th.  I  had  forgotten  thee :  come  in  EmilUa  : 
Soft,  by  and  by  j  let  me  the  curtains  draw.  ^Enter  EmilliaJ 

Where  art  thou    what's  the  matter  with  thee  now? 

Em.  O  my  good  Lord,  yonder*s  foul  murders  done. 

0th.  Whacf  now/ 

Em.  But  now,  my  Lord. 

0th.  It  is  the  very  error  of  the  Moon, 
She  comes  more  near  the  earth  than  Ihe  was  wont, 
And  makes  men  mad. 

Em.  Cajfio^  my  Lord,  has  kill'd  a  young  F^emtian-^ 
Caird  Roderigo. 

0th.  Roderigo  kilPd,  and  Cajfio  kill'd  ?  • 

Em.  No,  Cajfio.^  is  not  killed. 

Oth.  Not  CaJJio  kill'd  ?  then  murther's  out  of  tunei 
4nd  fweet  revenge  grows  harfli. 

Vef.  O  falfly,  falfly  murdered, 

Em^  Alas,  what  cry  is  that  ? 

0th.  That,  what? 

Em,  Out  and  alas,  it  was  my  Ladies  voice. 
Help,  help,  ho  help,  O  Lady  fpeak  again. 
Sweet  Defdemom.^  O  fweet  Miftrefs,  fpeak^ 

Def.  A  guiltlefs  death  I  die. 

Em.  O  who  has  done  this  deed? 

Def.  No  body,  I  my  felf,  farewel  ? 
Commend  me  to  my  kind  Lord,  O  farewel.  [^She  dies. 

0th.  Why  how  fhould  Ihe  be  murdered  ? 

Em,  Alas,  who  knows  ? 

0th.  You  heard  her  fay  her  felf,  it  was  not  I. 

Em.  She  faid  fo,  I  muft  needs  report  a  truth. 

0th.  She's  like  a  lyar  gon  to  burning  hel), 

'Twas 
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'Twas  I  that  kiirdhcr. 

Em.  O,  the  more  Angel  fhe, 
-.md  you  the  blacker  devil. 

0th,  She  turn'd  to  folly,  and  (he  was  a  whore. 

Ent.  Thou  dofl:  belye  her,  and  thou  art  a  devil. 

0th,  She  was  falfe  as  water, 

Em.  Thou  art  rafh  as  fire. 
To  fay  that  (he  vvas  falfe :  O  fhe  was  heavenly  true. 

0th.  Cajjio  did  top  her,  ask  thy  husband  el/e, 
O  I  were  damn'd  beneath  all  depth  in  hell. 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  juft  grounds 
To  this  extremity,  thy  husband  knew  it  all 

Em.  My  husband. 

0th.  Thy  husband. 

Em.  That  (he  was  falfe  to  wedlock  ? 
'  0th.  I,  with  Cajfio  :  nay,  had  fhe  bin  true, 
If  heaven  would  make  me  fuch  another  world. 
Of  one  intire  and  perfect  Crifolite, 
Pde  not  have  fold  her  for  it.  i-.><,,.t,« 
My  husband  f  -r  j.r^^wi  . 

0th,  I,  *cwas  he  that  told  me  firft  ; 
An  honeft  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  flime 
That  flicks  on  filthy  deeds. 

Em,  My  husband  ? 

0th,  What  needs  this  iteration woman,  I  fay  thy  husband. 

Em.  Oh  Miftrefs,  villany  hath  made  mocks  with  love 
My  husband  fay  that  fhe  was  falfe  ? 

0th.  He  woman,  I  fay  thy  husband  ^  dofl;  underftand  the  word  f 
My  friend,  thy  husband,  honeft,  honeft  Jago. 

Em,  If  he  fay  fo,  may  his  pernicious  foul 
Rot  half  a  grain  a  day  ;  he  lies  to  th''  heart. 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  moft  filthy  bargain. 

0th.  Ha  ? 

Em.  Do  thy  worft^ 
This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  heaven, 
Than  thou  waft  worthy  her. 

0th,  Peace,  you  were  beft. 

Em.  Thou  haft  not  half  the  power  to  do  mc  harm. 
As  I  have  to  be  hurt*  Qgull,  O  dolt. 

As  ignorant  as  durt ;  thou  haft  done  a  deed-  • 

I  care  not  for  thy  fword,  Pie  make  thee  know, 
ThoM  loft  twenty  lives:  help,  help^  O  help: 


Enter  Montanio,  Gratiano,  Jago,  and  others. 


Mon.  What  is  the  matter  ?  how  now  General  ^ 
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Sm,  O,  arc  you  come,  Jago}  you  have  done  wdJ, 
That  men  muft  lay  their  murder  on  your  neck.' 

Gra.  What  is  the  matter? 

Em.  Difprove  this  villain,  if  thou  be'ft  a  raanj 
He  fays  thou  toldft  him  that  his  wife  was  falfe ; 
I  know  thou  didft  not,  thou  art  not  fuch  a  villain ; 
Speak,  for  my  heart  is  fuW. 

Jag,  I  told  him  what  I  thought,  and  told  no  more 
Than  what  he  found  himfelf  was  apt  and  true. 

Em,  But  did  you  ever  tell  him  fhe  was  falfe  ? 

Jag.  I  did. 

Em.  You  told  a  lie,  an  odious  damnM  lie ; 
Upon  my  foul  a  lie,  a  wicked  lie  ^ 
She  falfe  with  Cajfio-^  did  you  fay  with  Cajfio? 

Jag.  With  Cafioy  Miftrefs ;  go  to,  charm  your  tongue. 

Em.  I  will  not  charm  my  tongue,  I  am  bound  to  fpeak : 
My  Miftrefs  here  lies  murdered  in  her  bed. 

^IL  Oh  heaven  forefend.  -  - ; 

Em.  And  your  reports  have  fet  the  murder  on. 

0th.  Nay,  ftare  not  matters,  it  is  true  indeed. 

Cra.  'Tis  a  ftrange  truth. 

Mo72.  O  monftrous  ad! 

Em.  Villany,  villany,  villany, 

think  upon't,  I  think  I  fmell  a  villany  v 
I  thought  fo  then ;  Pie  kill  my  felf  for  grief,      .  ...   ^ - 

0  viHany,  villany.  ^  ;.  r^^-^- 
Jag.  What  are  you  mad  ?  I  charge  you  get  you  Home. 
Em.  Good  Gentlemen  let  me  have  leave  to  Ipeak*, 

'Tis  proper  I  obey  him,  but  not  now. 

Perhaps,  J^^o,  I  will  ne're  go  home. 

0th.  Oh,  ho,  ho.  lOth. -fattsl  dh  ^he  ben.- 

Em.  Nay,  lay  thee  down,  and  roar,'  '         '  ■ 

For  thou  haft  killM  the  fvveeteft  innocent 

That  e're  did  lift  up  eye. 
0th.  O  fhe  was  foul: 

1  fcarce  did  know  you  Uncle,  there  lies  your  Niece, 
Whofe  breath  indeed,  thele  hands  have  newly  ftopt  ^ 

I  know  this  a(ft  fliews  terrible  and  grim.  ''^'^ 

Gr.  Poor  Befdemona.^  I  am  glad  thy  father's  dead, 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him,  and  pure  grief 
Shore  his  old  thread  in  twain  c  did  he  live  now. 
This  fight  would  make  him  dp  a  defperate  iprn,    '  ' 
Yea,  curfe  his  better  Angel  trom  his  fide, 
And  fall  to  reprobation. 

0th   'Tis  pittifnl,  but  yet  Jago  know^s, 
Thac  fhe  wich  Caffio.^  had  the  zil  of  fhame 
A  thcufand  times  commitied  j  Cajfio  confcft  it: 
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And  fhe  did  gratifie  his  amorous  works. 
With  that  rscognifance  and  pledge  of  love. 
Which  I  firft  gave  her;  I  faw  it  in  his  hand, 
It  was  a  handkerchief,  an  antique  token 
My  Father  gave  my  Mother. 

Em,  O  heaven,  O  heavenly  powers. 

Ja^.  Come,  hold  your  peace. 

Em.  'Twill  out,  'twill  out  :  I  hold  my  peace,  Sir,  no? 
rie  be  in  fpeaking,  liberal  as  the  north  j 
Let  heaven,  and  men,  and  devils,  let  'em  all. 
Ail,  all,  cry  lhame  againil  me,  yet  Tie  fpeak. 

Jag,  Be  wife,  and  get  you  home. 

Em.  \  will  not. 

Gra,  Fie,  your  fword  upon  a  woman  ? 

Em,  O  thou  dull  Moor,  that  handkerchief  thou  fpeak'ft  on, 
I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  give  my  husband  .* 
For  often  with  a  folemn  earneftnefs, 
(MoTQ  than  indeed  bclong'd  to  fuch  a  trifle,) 
He  beg'd  of  me  to  fteal  it. 

Jag,  Villanous  whore. 

Em.  She  gave]  it  Cajfio  ?  no,  alas  !  I  found  it. 
And  I  did  giv't  my  husband. 
Jag,  Filth,  thou  lieft. 

Em,  By  heaven  I  do  not^  J  do  not  Gentlemen, 
O  murderous  Coxcomb  !  what  ftiould  fuch  a.  fool 
Do  with  fo  good  a  woman?  '  ,,i 

The  Moor  runs  at  Jago.    Jago  kills  his  wife, 

0th.  Are  there  no  ftones  in  heaven,.;^vpoii  Ail, 
But  what  ferves  for  the  thunder.**  pernici?)us  villain. 

Gra,  The  woman  falls,  fure  he  has  kill'd  his  wife. 

£w,  I,  I,  O  lay  me  by  my  Miftrefs  fide.  C^-^''>  Jago. 

Gra,  He's  gone,  but  his  wife's  kill'd. 

Man.  'Tis  a  notorious  vi^ain,  take  your  weapon. 
Which  1  have  here  recovered  from  the  Moor: 
Come,  guard  the  door  without,  let  him  not  pafs. 
But  kill  him  rather  ;  I'lc  after. that  fame  villain, 

For 'tis  a  damn'd  Have.  [;£Arf>Mont.  WGratiano 

0th.  I  am  not  valiant  neither. 
But  every  puny  whipfter  gets  my  fword  * 
But  why  fhould  honour  out-live  honelty  ? 
Let  it  go  all. 

Em,  What  did  thy  fong  bode  Lady  ? 
Hark,  canfl:  thou  hear  me  ?  1  will  play  the  Swan, 
And  die  in  raufick^  willow^  willowy  willow^ 
Moor,  flic  was  4:haftc,  (he  lov'd  the  cruel  Moor, 
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So  come  my  foul  to  blifs,  as  I  fpeak  true ; 

So  fpcaking  as  I  think,  I  die,  I  die.  [Jk 

0th.  I  have  another  weapon  in  this  chamber. 
It  is  a  fword  of  Sfain^  the  Ifebrooks  temper  : 

0  here  it  is;  Uncle,  I  mufl:  come  forth.  [Gra,#^>M^^ 
Gra.  If  thou  attempt  it,  it  will  coft  thee  dear. 

Thou  haft  no  weapon,  and  perforce  mufl:  fufFer. 

Oth,  Look  in  upon  me  then,  and  fpeak  to  me. 
Or  naked  as  1  am,  I  will  aflaulc  thee. 

Gra,  What  is  the  matter? 

0th.  Behold,  I  have  a  weapon, 
A  better  never  did  it  felf  fuftain 
Upon  a  Souldiers  thigh:  I  have  feen  the  day. 
That  with  this  little  arm,  and  this  good  Tword^ 

1  have  made  my  way  through  more  impediments. 
Then  twenty  times  your  flop:  but  O  vain  boaft. 
Who  can  controul  his  fate?  'tis  not  fo  now:. 

Be  not  afraid,  though  you  do^fee  me  weapon^djv^i-  1 

Here  is  my  journies  end,  here  is  my  Butt,    •  ^  ^ 

The  very  fea-mark  of  my  utmofl:  fail.  "/i'-'  r ; 

Do  you  go  back  difmaid    'tis  a  l6fl;  feir,. 

Man  but  a  rufli  againfl:  Othello^  breaft. 

And  he  retires.    Where  fliould  Othello  go  ? 

How  dolt  thou  look  now  ?  O  it-ftar^d  wencli,,  /bjM  yil 

Pale  as  thy  fmock^  wheii  we  ftall  raf^eC  fit  cmpt^ 

This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  foul  from  heav^ft,.  - 

And  fiends  will  fnatch  at  it:  cold,  cold,  my  Girl, 

Even  like  thy  chaftity :  O  cufrfed  Iteve  : 

Whip  me  you  devils. 

From  the  pofTdTion  of  this  heavenly  fighe,        lo..  ::     .  ..  r 
Blow  me  about  in  winds,  rdaffi  m  iti  Julphtftt^^  m  loi 
Wafh  me  in  fteep  down  g«lphs  of  liquid  fife,  c?'-'^  nnmovr  \ 
Q  Defdemmy  Befdemona  ;  dead,  p,  -df^o-  r''  r'-  vm"  vbI  r 

Emryoiovicp^  M6ntaAfc5'/e»^'0j^#i^/,     .  ^ 
-  ^'Caflidti^ oiDfl  qv- 

Zo^  Where  is  this  raffii^fld  ^c^t  ilrfbrttito  'r-  '--r!'  ? '  :  ^ 

O/^.  That's  he  that  was  here  I  am. 

Lod.  Where  is  that  Viper?  bring  the  villain  forth. 

Otk  I  look  down  towards  his  feet,  but  that's  a  fable^- 
If  that  thou  be'ft  a  devil  I  canrtdt-kill  thee. 

Lod.  Wrench  his  fword  from  him,  ' 

Jag,  I  bleed  Sir,  but  not  kilPd. 

0th.  I  am  not  forr y  neither,  Pde  have  thee  live. 
For  in  my  fenfe  'tis  happinefs  to  die. 

Lod,  O  thou  Othdhy  ^  thet  wert  oace  fo  good, 
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Fain  in  the  praaice  of  a  damned  Have, 
What  fhould  be  faid  to  thee?  . 

0th,  Why,  any  thing.     '  .  ;  . 
An  honourable  murderer  if  you  will  ^ 
For  nought  did  1  in  hate,  but  ail  in  hoiiour. 

Lod.  ^This  wretch  hath  part  confeft  his  villany: 
Did  you  and  he  confent  in  CaJJia^j .  death 

0th,  I.  "r. 

Caf.  Dear  General,  I  did  never  give  you  caufe. 

0th,  I  do  believe  it,  and  I  ask  you  pardon^ 
Will  you  I  pray  demand  that  demy  devil-, 
Why  he  hath  thus  infnar'd  my  foul  aad  bckiy? 

Jag,  Demand  me  nothing,  vyhat  you  know  yoiH 
From  this  time  forth  I  never  will  fpeak  word.  .  , 

Lod.  What,  not  to  pry.?  .    '  io'-^r^-iT 

Gra,  Torments  will  ope  your  lips. 

0th.  Well,  thou  doft  beft. 

Lod.  Sir,  you  (hall  underftand  what  hath  befaln. 
Which,  as  I  think  you  know  not :  here  is  a,,  klt^i-  ^ 
Found  in  the  pocket  of  the  flaia  .-Ro^fer^^jj??;', 
And  here  another^  the  one  of  them  imports^, ; 
The  death  of  C^ffio^  to  be  undertook  by  kod^ngo.' 

0th,  O  viilatfl. 

Caf.  Molb  heatheni(h,  and-moft  grofs.  ^'ohi  - 

Lod,  Now  here's  another  difcontentedrpapcr7*^'  ^ 
Found  in  his  pocket  tcio,  and  this^  it  fcws^  : 
RodsrigOi  meant  to  have  ient  this  damhed  vitlainV    '  -  ^^^-^J,- 
Biit  that  belike,  JagOrin  the  interim 
Came  in,  and  fatisfied  him. 

0th,  O  the  pernitious  catifF : 
How  came  you  Caffio  by  a  haadker£hle£  r 
That  was  my  wifes  ?    ^  W^A  >  i.?r.'nrl  ,rn,n;.r: 

Caf.  I  found  it  in  my  chaniber^ 
And  he  himfelf  copfeft  it  but  even  now. 
That  there  he  dropt  it,  for  a  Ipecial  pttrptjle- 
Which  wrought  to  his.  dcfirei  V^,  /  " 

0th.  o  foot  fooi;  foov. ^  ^4,;^^  ^I'^V  ,  -  ^ 

Caf.  There  is  befides  in  mmgo^sMy}  I'^'V"'  '""'^  '  ^ 
How  he  obraids  J^^o,  that  he'Sjade  W,*':'''!_^-;,^.  ' 
Brave  mc:,  upon  the  watch,  wheceon.  it.  c^e^  V ' 
That  1  was  caft;,  and  even  but  now  he  fpakc, 
After  long  feeming  dead,  Jago  hurt  him, 
Jago  fet  him  on- 

Lod.  You  muft  forfeke  this  room,  and  go  with  us, 
Your  power  and  your  commafld  is  Xatapn  off. 
And  Caffio  rules  in  Cy/;r«At^Fct  tmiflave, 
If  there  be  any  cunning  cruelty. 

That 
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That  can  torment  him  much,  and  -hold  him  long, 
Ic  (hall  be  his:  You  fhall  clofe  prifoner  reft. 
Till  that  the  nature  of  your  fault  be^known 
To  the  y^enetian  State-,  come  brin^'him  aw^y.  , 
0th,  Soft  you,  a  word  or  two  uefore  you  go  ; 
I  have  done  the  State  fomd  fervic'e^l^tid.tbey  know'c  :  • 
No  more,  of  that :  I  pray  you  iti^our  Letters, 
When  you  fhall  thefe  unlucky  deeds  .relate^  . 
Speak  of  me  as  I  am  ^  nd^hm^ '^^^^^  ^ 
Nor  fet  down  ought  in  malice  •'■.theti  you  ntufl:  fpeak. 
Of  one  that  lovM  not  wifely,  bt|t  tbo'Well : 
Of  one  not  eafily  jealous,  biirbeihg  wfoug^ 

Perplext  in  the  extream  r  c>f ''6^^^h6ft  band,  i  -1}^ 

Like  the  bafe  IndUn^  tbrevf^^-'Peatl^Way,  "  •'-^^^^  *  ^^'^^^         -/-'^  moil 
Richer  than  all  his  Tribe:  of  one  whofefubduecf  eyes, '^^  '^^^  r'^^^^I  -V^^. 
Albeit  unufed  to  the  melting  mood,    -  ■ 
Drop  tears,  as  faft  as  t\^Q  Arabian  trees     y  ^ 
Their  medicinal  gumV  Sei(  ybd:.  dovv^fa  thki^^^'^^^nt^  .  f"ii2  .W  A 

And  fay  beddes,  that  ik ^M/>/f^  ^iirt^/j  ^'-^n  ^-^^^^  i^^y.^itC^^f 

Where  a  Malignant  and  a  Tdt^ft^t  ^'^^^^  3o:4ooq  orfi  r  ^  bnuoi 

Beat  a  P^encHan,  and  tradud^'  the  St?dte  ;  ^-''^  ; 'nuiitonff  p--:!  biA 
I  took  byth'  throat  the  circumcifed  dog,'  ^  \ 

And  fmote  him  thus.  ^     r       r  •      C^'  'fi^^^^  himfelf. 

Lod,  O  bloody  period.        ^  ■  loig  flom  bns  ,cfKn&iiJf.:..i  .ro.v  .  , 
(7r^.  All  that's  fpoke  ii'M¥t^^^^?^'?]^^^  rAloar.  ^Vivd  wo/: 
O^/;.  I  kill  thee  e're  I  kilHl' tftk/^i^^^^'%iif  tti?;^^q        '  ^-^--  '^ 
Killing  my  felf,  to  die  upon  akifs.  -  vi:A  ;j.m  or  nr-  ^^^s^s. 

Caf.  This  did  I  fear,  but  thought  he  had  no  weapon, 
For  he  was  great  of  heart. 

Lod.  O  Spartane  dog,  .  • 

More  fell  than  anguifh,  hunger,  6i^W^  '       ^    ^  .  i  "^'(^ 
Look  on  the  tragick  lodging  of  this  be(^,    ,         ^  }-^\'  '        '  '  ' 
This  is  thy  work:  the  objeft  poifons 'fighti^^^       "^  ^^  ' 
Let  it  be  hid:  Gratimo^  keep  theljibufe^. 
And  feize  upon  the  fortuniss  of  ihe  Mobr;;  ' 
For  they  fucceed  to  you:  To  you  Lord  Gdro^otir, ,  ■  '  ,   ^  \ 
Remains  the  fenfure  of  this  helli(h,  villain,  ' ''^^  ' 

Myfelf  will  ftraight  aboard^^andtbtlie^State'^  ^' 


Kemams  the  lenlure  ot  tms  nemm.  viuairi, 
The  time,  the  place,  the  torture' v^j5^q*nforc&;fi^^^ 
Myfelf  will  ftraight  aboard^  and  tbtlie State-' 

This  heavy  ad,  with  h^z^f^fii^k  i^efatfe.^-  '\  lExemtomnts. 


fmifi  3']yr!  omi.v 


fill 7/  og  bnc  ^rnoo-i  eiii:  t;: 


• 


AUG  1 9 


4 


/ 


